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TAMING A SHREW. 



CHAPTER L 



WHO KILLED COCK-BOBIN? 

" Unuttebable bosh 1'' 

" What is the matter, Vaughan ?" — ^inquired 
a young lady who was making tea at a table 
opposite the speaker. 

The gentleman addressed threw down 
several closely written sheets of M.S. 

" Here is that Greville been sending me his 
verses to look at — and of all the nonsense I 
ever did read — ^it beats it all hollow." 

f^ TOL. I. B 
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" Are they so very bad ?'' 

"About as good as, 'Who killed Cock- 
Eobin/ a nursery rhyme of some celebrity, I 
believe. How can the fellbw be such an 
ass 1'' 

" But, Vaughan — poor young man, I dare 
say he did his best." 

"Heaven help the poor devil thenl'' 

" Hush I" interposed his sister — " perhaps 
you are not a good judge — You know you 
never care for poetry/' 

" Well, if this be poetry, long live prose, 
say I. — Look at this long-winded concern 
called ' Melancholiana,' — such a caterwaul- 
ing as there is all through it." 

" It looks very long." 

" Long I — The sea-serpent's tail is nothing 
to it!" 

"What is it all about?" 

" Hysterics, with variations." 

" Nonsense I" 

" It is, I tell you — Two men fell in love with 
the same goddess — {anglice woman) the one 
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dies and cries — The other cries and dies — 
Goddess stands over both, wringing her hands, 
and dissolves into a fountain — If you doubt 
my word, go witness the squirt, at Trafal- 
gar Square, — a scrubby manifestation of the 
aforesaid lovely woman 1" 

" How can you be so absurd 1" 

" Fact 1 — ^so much water has been expended 
in the making of the piece, that one comes 
out of it drowned. Give me some tea, Lettie, 
or exhausted nature must succumb." 

" This looks pretty," said Lettie. taking up 
the M.S. when she had given her brother 
his tea — *' The sigh of a sick soul." 

But Vaughan's only answer was to chant a 
stave out of the Classics: — 

« ♦ Who kiUed cock-robin ? 

* I,' said the spaxrow, 

* With my bow and arrow, 
I killed cock- robin V 

I say Lettie, one's parents have a good deal 
to answer for. If that fellow had only been 

B 2 



4 TAMING A SHREW. 

christened Jack Jones, instead of ' Algernon 
Greville/ he would never have thought of 
comn^itting poetry." 

"Ohr 

" Everything in a name, and a name is 
everything — Shakespeare, Shakespeare you 
didn't shew your usual discrimination, when 
you said it wasn't. If Eomeo had rejoiced in 
the name of * Stumps,' do you think Juliet 
would have said all those pretty little things 
to him she did? * Oh my Stumps 1' — ^isn't 
there magic in the sound ?" 

" Dear me 1 what a pity you were christened 
Vaughan, perhaps you would have liked ' Bill' 
better ?" 

" Of course I should. I prefer 'Bill' out and 
out. Vaughan is a hybrid, neither one thing 
nor the other. If I ever have any such things 
as descendants, I vow they shall all be Bobs 
and Jims, excepting one who is to be the 
genius of the family, which I shall bring about 
by naming him Atahualpa Monte Zuma Von 
Dhu. Have you finished your tea ? Play me 
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a tune ; my mouth is out of taste with all this 
bosh of Greville's." 

"What shall I play?" said Lettie, as she 
opened the pianoforte. 

" Something not too decidedly pious. Hal- 
loa 1 that must be the tune the cow died of. 
Can't you find a more lively concern ?" 

Letitia Dacres was a tolerable musician, 
that is, without any talent or much execution, 
she could croon old ballads, in a pleasant 
mesmeric kind of way, till she crooned you 
into a half-sleeping half- waking state, filled 
with dreamy pictures, created by the soporific 
quality of her song and voice. 

This time she sang her brother quite to 
sleep, and when certain unmistakable sounds, 
peculiar to the race of man, informed her of 
the fact — she sang on to please herself — 
choosing then, as she had not chosen before, 
the songs she liked best — tender strains, full 
of moonlight dashed with starlight, rising unto 
those tremulous psalms that have been the 
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stay and comfort of thousands. She had a 
habit of ending each day so, it wiped off all 
the little frets and worries of life from her 
heart, as dust is wiped off from a mirror. 
She sang on, till the white face of the moon 
looked in through the open window, and the 
spring breeze lifting up the long tresses of the 
birch, made as it were, a sound of angel's 
wings going to and fro in the earth,— then 
she crouched down in the twilight, and let 
the night teach her. 

"Is it late?" said Vaughan, waking up, — 
*' I have been a ruminating animal for the 
last half-hour, I suspect. — Not asleep, you 
know, Lettie, only meditating on things in 
general, and the Peruvian policy in particular. 
I'll vanish straight into the land of Nod — 
good night" — ^and with the bob of the head 
sacred to brothers, he took up his candle and 
departed. — Lettie heard his firm tread go 
sounding up the stairs, whilst his loud hearty 
voice kept tune to it in — 
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" Who kiUed cock-robin ? 
' I,' said the sparrow, 
*' With mj bow and arrow, 

I kiUed cock-robin P" 

She herself waited behind to put books and 
chairs in order : then she followed too, and 
as she stayed one moment at the landing- 
window to look out on the moon, her heart 
said, '^ The lot is fallen unto me in a pleasant 
place, yea, I have a goodly heritage." 

Vaughan Dacres and his sister Letitia were 
the children of a Major Dacres, who had died 
when they were both young. His wife sur- 
vived him some few years only. Vaughan, 
who was now thirty, had a clerkship in the 
Govenment Office of the " Tapes and Taxes," 
while his sister, a year or two yoimger, kept 
house for him in a small cottage in St. John's 
Wood. She was a homely, plain little person, 
the romance of whose life was all enclosed in 
one chapter — ^her brother. She worshipped 
him as other women worship their lovers, 
magnified by the lenses of love into heroic 
proportions. As for him, he took all this 
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incense mucli as a matter of course ; thought 
women's vocation was to order dinner, to sew 
on missing buttons, and did not think much 
more about them. True, he had not had many 
opportunities of studying their natural history^ 
having oscillated chiefly between two classes, 
his sister being the type of the one, good, quiet, 
and flavourless, and ball-room misses the iype 
of the other, flaunty and flirty, with too strong 
a taste to them, to suit his palate. A man fliU 
of physical and mental life, it was facts, rather 
than thoughts that he fed on. He delighted in 
grasping the clear, hard outlines of the former, 
holding fiast to them and ignoring the 
existence of fancies. Such writers as Car- 
lyle, Emerson, etc., who disdain the old 
paths, because they are old, and preach a 
crusade in search of that philosopher's stone of 
happiness, that lies just at their feet, which is 
the reason they will have none of it ; with such 
he had no sympathy. Tennyson he called 
" moonshine," and the piercing cries of impri- 
soned spirits, in such books as " Sartor Eesar*- 
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tus," and Baile/s " Festus" he styled "bosh !" 
Life was an easy, comprehensible thing to 
him; why so many people found it other- 
wise, surely was their own fault, or that of 
their livers, a question of bile, and of nothing 
else. So he walked off his superfluous energy 
every Autumn, on his friends' moors, took it 
out of himself on their thorough-bred horses, 
and found the world a veiy tolerable place 
after all. True he wasn't rich, his clerkship 
stood him in only about £300 a year, and he 
had another £150 of his own. That would 
not keep him in a wife or any other luxuries ; 
but the principal value of the former was 
some one to care for him above every one else, 
and his sister did that, and wasn't one half 
the expense nor one quarter the trouble. — • 
Some day certainly he meant to marry, but 
at present he thought of matrimony much as 
he did of keeping hunters, as a superfluity 
quite beyond his means, and after all a very 
doubtful advantage. Contented enough there- 
fore he came home every night to his dinner 

B 5 
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and his sister, and if sometimes the thought 
crossed him, that he wished the latter looked 
prettier, was better dressed, and could talk 
politics with him, — ^he didn't wish it long. She 
seemed as natural a piece of furniture in the 
room, as his arm-chair itself, and his comfort 
would have been as materially aflFected by 
the absence of either. A little hard and 
rough, one couldn't be sure whether the 
rind or the core was at fault, whether there 
were no inner chambers to his heart, or 
whether they were only locked and bolted. 
One side of his character — ^honesty of purpose, 
directness of aim, and fixedity of will, had 
developed into fine growth — the other side, 
the niches where sweet and holy affections 
nestle and coo like birds, was dwarfed. He 
reminded one of a tree on a sea-coast, bent 
by the influence of the salt breezes all one 
way — ^leaves and branches on one side — ^bare 
and barren on the other. 
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CHAPTER 11. 



ALGIBIADES. 



" Haven't slept one wink," wag Vaughan's 
first remark to his sister ne^t morning, as they 
sat down to breakfoust. 

" I thought I put too much green tea in the 
tea-pot last night," said Lettie anxiously. 

" Put too many fiddlesticks I" 

" Oh, Vaughan, but strong tea does keep 
people awake I" 

" Old women possibly — It was nightmare, 
Lettie." 

** Dear me !" said his sister still more dis- 
turbed, " you would eat that lobster at dinner, 
a&d it was very hard." 
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" Hard as brickbats — ^but it wasn't that, it 
was the overdose I took of Greville's cater- 
waulings — If I read them again to-night — ^to 
use a very erudite phrase, peculiar to students, 
may I be blowed I — Hallo ! speak of (you 
needn't look so shocked, Lettie) the angels and 
they appear." 

" It is Mr. Greville I" said Lettie, as the 
click of the garden gate made itself heard, 
and a gentleman came up the walk. — " Now 
Vaughan, don't be unkind." 

" Shan't eat him," was Vaughan's rejoinder, 
" having none of that sauce by me — hon h 
faire manger son propre phre^^ — then he began 
to hum : 

** ' Come into the garden, Maud, 
I am here at the gate alone.' 

Here he comes, as large as life and a little 
larger, 6ft. lin. in his stockings, with all that 
hairy addenda to his face. Oh ! for a razor I" 

"Hush, he'U hear you" 

" No such good luck ! What can a reason- 
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able being want to patch bis face about with 
little scrubby tufts of hair for ? emulating the 
beasts that perish, monkeys and poodle-dogs. 
Ha GrevHle I" 

Enter a young man of about two and 
twenty. He was tall and slight, with one of 
those well cut, well tinted faces, that men 
think so handsome in each other, and which 
women don't admire half so much. They 
prefer the indications of strength and power in 
a man, rather than the pretty feature-mould- 
ing and delicate colouring, that trenches 
too much on their own class of beauty ; being 
attracted to the bull-dog, rather than to the 
greyhound type. 

"Good morning. Miss Dacres. How do 
you do, Dacres ?" 

" All right. Just in time for breakfast ; sit 
down while my sister feeds you." 

" Thank you, I have had my breakfast, 
but if Miss Dacres will give me a cup of 
coflfee — " 
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" He jests at scars wlio never felt a wound," 
said Greville, fortifying himself from Shakes- 
peare. 

" Wounds I pooh, pin-scratches ! Such | 

mawkish sentiment, steeped in acid, is at 
once productive of cloying sensations, and, 
shall I mention it to ears polite ? stomach- 
ache. It is all invalid's fare to be classed 
with water-gruel, and such like slops — ^how- 
ever," he continued, as he caught sight of 
Greville's down-cast face, " I daresay it is all 
very fine, only I can't see it. Will that do old 
fellow" — and he put his great hand on the 
delicate white palm of his friend, then seeing 
the latter still looked hurt, he took up the M.S. 
" Here, let us try again ! What is this — , 

•ADDRESS TO AN UNKNOWN.' 

* Gk)ddess, soft reclining, 
On thy couch of down 
I see thj influence shining, 

*0n all who are in town,' is that it? 

rather a confusion between divine and human I 

I 

elements here." 



I 
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"Nonsense, Vaughan," said Lettie, who was 
looking over his shoulder, " it isn't town at 
aU/' 

" I'll swear it was town, only it is scratched* 
out. Who was the goddess ? out with it man. 
By the description she must have been a 
second Juno, 'marble brows, flashing eyes, 
ruby lips,' is there a chance of a fellow 
getting a sight of the article ?" 

" I don't even know her name." 

"Whew!" 

" I merely saw her in a carriage." 

" The couch of down, allegorically speak- 
ing, poet's license," muttered Vai^ghan, aotto 
voce^ "why couldn't he have said carriage 
at once. Oh, hang it I because it wouldn't 
rhyme I suppose." 

" You have no idea what a dazzling being 
she was," said Greville enthusiastically. 
" There was with her a young lady, who, 
perhaps, was her sister, only she was so 
different looking — rather short, and I hate — 
I mean height is a great improvement to 
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ladies/' lie said, catcluiig hitnself up in some 
confiision as he remembered how little Lettie 
was ; but Lettie never expected to be re- 
membered in any way, and Vaughan, like all 
brothers, was too oblivious of his sister's 
presence, to be surprised that others were 
so too. 

'' What house was the carriage stopping 
at?" 

" 120, Eaton Square." 

" By Jove ! — I shouldn't wonder if it was 
Adelaide Boyd, a connection of ours; — ^but 
she never struck me as such a divinity." 

" You haven't seen her you know for a long 
time, Vaughan, and she is very handsome," 
said Lettie. 

" Of course. In the first stage of one of 
your young-lady ardent attachments you think 
her perfection. — This goddess of yours, Gre- 
ville, and my sister are great chums — or 
whatever is the young lady term for it. They 
are just in the thick of the disease, and it is 
strong upon both at present." 
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"Vaughanl" 

" It took a mild form at first ; but I under- 
stand it is now confluent, and I shouldn't be 
surprised if it ends in being virulent, when 
it will be dangerous to life, and we shall have 
to let blood and prescribe sedatives." 

" Don't be stupid." 

^' My dear, that I never am. I have an 
engagement to dine at Olympus, i.e. Eaton 
Square, to night, so Greville — ^I can take a 
little incense from you if you like. Give it 
me in homaeopathic globules though, it will 
be easier to carry." 

" A connection of yours," repeated Greville 
to himself, as if he was not over pleased. 

Hawthorne, in his " House of the seven 
gables," has quite a pretty little paragraph on 
** the pure wonder of a maiden's chamber" 
— "a person of delicate instinct," he says 
(^ propos of an apartment in the aforesaid 
house), " on entering the room, would have 
known at once it was a maiden's bed-chamber, 
and had been purified of all former evil and 
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sorrow, by her sweet breath, and happy 
thoughts." 

But the initiated know maiden's chambers 
are not always such sanctuaries, — shoes kick- 
ing about make them untidy, and the cur- 
tains often look black and the blinds dingy. 
Basta ! guar da e passa 1 

So it is in idol worship. WhUe the aroma 
of mystery hangs about our goddess, it is an 
easy thing to place her on an altar and do 
our adoration before her. It isn't quite so easy 
when the goddess turns out to be Betsy Jones, 
whose papa sells butter and cheese over the 
counter, and whose own lovely complexion is 
the result of the usual diet of mutton and 
beer. With the fair divinities, who live on 
nectar and ambrosia, worship follows, as a 
matter of course ; in the other case, worship is 
apt to languish, and to degenerate into flirta- 
tion. 

" Come," continued Vaughan to GrevUle, 
" look me up a few appropriate little things to 
say, there's a good fellow. I have to do the 
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pretty to-night, and I always get into a regular 
dead lock with young ladies, for the want of 
small talk/' 

" Can't your sister help you ?" 

" Not she. A good girl who doesn't know 
how to do the pretty herself. I heard her 
once trying it, and the only thing she could 
find to say to a fashionable exquisite was, 
' Have you seen the soup kitchen, just open 
in the New Road?' Didn't exquisite look 
astray, that's all I" 

" Now, Vaughan, you know I didn't." 

" And when she found she had put her foot 
in it she mended matters by enquiring — • 
'whether he thought the shoe- black move- 
ment was likely to answer?' But never 
mind, little woman, you and I don't care for 
gods and goddesses, as Greville does. I care 
for nobody and nobody cares for me." 

" Ah I" said Greville, turning his eyes poet 
fashion up to the ceiling — "Dacres, your 
heart is a nether millstone for hardness." 

" That never will be said of yours ; instead, 
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* the curtain rises to solemn music, — enter the 
eleven thousand virgins of Cologne.' As for 
myself, don't want to keep a wife any more 
than I do a carriage, both are expensive and 
not to be thought of under £2,000 a year. 
There I I know all that you think it 
de rtgueur to say on the occasion, so reserve it 
for the next sonnet to the goddess. Oflfer her 
a garret up three pair back, and see what she 
will say." 

Greville murmured something about sym- 
pathy, kindred souls, etc., in the conventional 
style of poets. 

" Oh yes 1 fed on cold mutton, it would not 
thrive. While your poet soul sings of love in 
a cottage, I remember the earwigs. Gome, it 
is near ten o'clock ; we must be oflF." 

" Have another cup of coffee, Mr. Greville?" 
said Lettie. 

"No, don't," answered Vaughan^ "or, as the 
swell, probably in a government office in 
Punch says, ' it might keep you awake all 
day/" 
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Greville lingered for a moment, then taking 
up his M.S. said, blushing like a girl, " then 
Dacres, shall I have these printed, what is 
your advice?" 

*^ Do you want my advice ? then heave all 
that trash — ^ahem, verses, into the fire." 

They went out. Vaughan returning to put 
his head into the room, with his hat on, and 
say, " I shall be at the Boyds by seven 
o'clock. Then coming further in, he pointed 
with his thumb over his shoulder, " Do you 
think I was hard upon him?'' 

" Bather," said Lettie. 

" It is all for his good, as our master used 
to say when he flogged us. Besides, what 
does Job, or some of those worthies, say, 
* Train up a child in the way he should go, 
and when he is old, he'll become a man,' Hallo I 
that isn't it either. Never mind. A taste of 
the stick is good both for puppy dogs and 
authors. Good bye." 

Out they went together, the two friends; 
Lettie stood watching them at the window, as 
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they passed tlirough the gate, with the lilacs, 
and laburnums hanging over it. Algernon 
Qreville's sensitive spirit smarting still from 
Vaughan's raillery, whilst the latter's firm 
tread went pounding down the road, scarcely 
conscious of the rough handling he had dealt 
out to his companion. When they came in 
sight of the National Gallery, Greville drew 
his arm out of his friend's and said, " I stop 
here." 

"What's up now?" 

" I'm going into the Royal Academy to see 
the pictures." 

"See the jackasses," was Vaughan's ir- 
reverent rejoinder. 

" No chaflF, Dacres ; I'm not in tune for it 
to-day, nor for office work either." 

" Well, of all the nonsense I ever heard I As 
if a man wasn't always in tune to do his duty." 

" Yes, of course. A man of iron, like 
you, without nerves." 

"Thank heaven," muttered Vaughan, 
"nerves in these days seem to cover the 
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multitude of sins. Come, I shan't let you go ; 
else you'll be mooning round Trafalgar Square 
for tlie next three hours, deluding yourself 
into the belief that those vile waterspouts are 
works of High Art." 

It was something of a tyranny that Vaughan 
Dacres exercised over his friend; the rule 
that the stronger always takes over the weaker. 
Algernon Greville, with his almost womanish 
beauty and tall figure ; Vaughan Dacres, with 
his medium height, and features cast rather in 
a mould of strength than of regularity ; the 
one more of the greyhound, the other of the 
bulldog type, were not a greater contrast in 
appearance, than in mind. As Vaughan 
Dacre's broad shoulders, and muscular arms, 
could have carried Algernon Greville's six 
feet one inch of length with the utmost ease, 
so his intellect, with its square blocks that 
fitted well into one another, and its powers of 
self-control, helped to support the unsteady 
weight of a heap of redundant fancies, the 

VOL. I. c 
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out-growth of Algernon Greville's mind. The 
latter, with aspirations too weak of wing to do 
anything but flutter, opened out many paths 
in life and followed none. Giving twenty 
uncertain blows where one strong one would 
have done the work, he let the anvil of his 
life get cold before he had made up his mind 
where to strike it ; and the tide of prosperity 
drift by, before he had trimmed his boat to 
meet it. No wonder then that he fell in bond- 
age to Vaughan Dacres, quick and decisive 
in thought and act, always knowing what he 
wanted to do, and doing it. Yet this was 
the very bond between them. Vaughan felt 
for his friend something of what the grown 
man does for the helpless child. He dragged 
him along through life by main force, laughed 
at his absurdities, helped him in his difficulties, 
administered kicks not over tenderly, when 
be would stand in his own way, and that of 
others, but when once down, pulling him up 
again to bear him out of the contest on his 
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shoulders — a second Socrates, to a second 
Alcibiades. 

No wonder Alcibiades loved Socrates, and 
as there is no tie as strong as that of being 
benefactor, no wonder Socrates was exacting 
to Alcibiades, and a little intolerant too. 



o2 
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CHAPTER III. 



FAST AND SLOW. 

When her brother was gone, Lettie had her 
household matters to attend to. She liked 
these littiie cares, and as she went about them 
she sang soft hymns in her heart. Then came 
two or three pensioners for soup. They had 
to be counselled and comforted, and sent away 
cheered. After that she took a journey to the 
greenhouse to look after a few sick geraniums, 
and the rabbits and the chickens were visited, 
for Lettie delighted in pets ; she had a knack 
of drawing all manner of weak and helpless 
things round her. When 12 o'clock came, 
she went to get ready for spending the day at 
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Mr. Boyd's. There was a distant connection 
of cousinhood between the two families of 
Boyd and Dacres; but they moved in such 
distinct circles, that for many years they sel- 
dom or rarely met— the Boyd family only 
coming to London for the season. This year, 
however, Lettie and the eldest Miss Boyd had 
met at a mutual friend's house. Since then, 
the intimacy had gone on increasing, as young 
lady friendships do, but Vaughan had not 
come in for a share of it. He had never even 
seen Miss Boyd since she was grown up ; so 
that evening he was invited to dine at Eaton 
Square to renew his relations with the family. 
Mrs. Boyd had been dead some little time, so 
the eldest daughter, Adelaide (Lettie's friend), 
was the head of the house. 

A young lady of five and twenty, with a 
will of her own, a handsome face and a 
glorious figure; hers was a character that 
possessed all the elements of goodness and 
greatness in it — yet was neither good nor 
great. Little she knew what life had in store 
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to tame her ; she, at present, was Kttle better 
than a clever flirt, who '^ went the pace" to 
the ne plus ultra. 

The second daughter, Lucy, was already- 
caught in the thralls of intended Tnatrimony, 
and in the world's parlance was to be " married 
and settled " in a few weeks. 

The third daughter, Henrietta, was not yet 
"come out." Of the two sons, the eldest, 
Frederick, was in the army, and Eichard, a 
boy of 13, was in his first half at Harrow. 

Mr. Boyd himself was of the type that 
flourishes in our island — ^practical and shrewd, 
but with a horizon of mind something bounded 
by £ s. dl 

Of another member of the family. Miss 
Symnes, we must say a few words. She was 
Mrs. Boyd's eldest sister. Mr. Boyd had asked 
her to locate herself in his house, as Adelaide 
said, to "do the proper" to his daughters. 

An excellent woman was Miss Symnes, but 
possessed unfortunately of a «ad-coloured tem- 
perament that read damnation in each line of 
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the nniverse. Her ideas all ran upon the 
narrow guage, she believed salvation possible 
on no other. Her mind, with only one win- 
dow in it, that looked out on a dead wall, how 
could it credit those who spoke of the far out- 
lying tracts of thought, the green hills of fancy, 
and the rich meadows of taste beyond? Her 
intellect went always in blinkers, — ^no wonder 
then, when they were removed, that every 
object she saw grew into a monster, and fiight- 
ened her, as if it had been a lion in the way. 

Consequently, the ideas of the day paralyzed 
her. The cigar-smoking generation growing 
up arotmd dismayed her — ^its laxity of thought 
and freedom of expression took away her 
breath. She heard young men talking slang, 
and shook her head over their degeneracy, — 
" Their grandfathers never spoke so." She 
forgot every age has its shibboleth — the 
masonic sign, by which kindred spirits recog- 
nize one another. A century or two back, 
swearing was one of the qualifications of a 
fine gentleman — ^now, that tongue within a 
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tongue, one of the Elusinian mysteries of the 
English language, " slang," is the pass-word 
amongst the ranks of our youth. — And after 
all, is it not a change for the better ? 

When Lettie arrived at Eaton Square, and 
was shewn into the drawing room. Miss 
Symnes was its only occupant. She put down 
her knitting and met her very kindly. " Very 
glad to see you, my dear, T hope you were not 
caught in that last shower ; if your boots are 
damp, you had better go and take them off at 
once." 

"Oh, indeed, they are not the least so, 
thank you." 

" Quite sure ? Young people don't know 
the evil of damp feet ; lays the foundation of 
half the consumptions. I knew a young lady 
who would always insist on wearing thin 
shoes, and she died at last of typhus fever j 
she did indeed !" said Miss Symnes, serenely 
unconscious of not having made out her case. 
" There was a cousin of my own, Mary Howe, 
she would go out in all weathers, and one day 
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she was caught in a great shower of rain. She 
came home, and took to her bed, and was 
kept there for months. Let me see, though, 
am I right ? I know she was obliged to lie 
down for a long time, but whether it was, she 
sprained her ancle, or caught cold, I'm not 
sure ; so you see, my dear, how carefiil you 
ought to be of damp feet." 

Perhaps Lettie didn't see, but she said, 
" yes, she was always very careful." 

" Your cousins " (so they were called by 
courtesy) " will be here in a moment," said 
Miss Symnes, carefully taking off her spec- 
tacles, and wiping them. "I suppose you 
know Lucy is to be presented to-day ; she is 
dressing for the drawing room now." 

" So Adelaide told me. Ah, here she is I " 

Enter a tall handsome girl, who received 
Lettie with a good deal of demonstration ; till 
Miss Symnes's grave tones said, between the 
attacks of kissing, 

" My dear Adelaide, you quite overpower 

your cousin." 

c 5 
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^ She'll survive it. Fm so pleased to see 
the dear little woman." 

" Moderation in all things, yon should re- 
member, however/' answered Miss Symnes. 

"So I do, excepting in ice-creams and 
friendship. Now, Lettie, as I'm mistress of 
the robes to Lucy for the nonce, whUe I return 
to my duties, you must stay here and talk to 
Aunt Anne, who, by the way, has discovered 
this very morning that the Emperor of Russia 
means to invade us, and if he doesn't, the 
Great Khan of Tartary wUl." 

"It is no laughing matter," said Miss 
Symnes, nervously rubbing her spectacles, 
" But you young people never will see any 
danger.'' 

" How unjust you are. Why, I was think- 
ing this very day of making my will, only 
I've nothing to leave, but my chatelaine." 

" My dear, it suits you to laugh at it, and I 
don't want to make you unhappy," said 
Miss Symnes, shaking her head solemnly, 
" but the signs of the times are portentous." 
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" Did you ever hear of their being anything 
else?" 

" All times are not alike/' returned Miss 
Symnes. 

** Aren't they? Well it seems to me every 
two years or so, it is a great cry and little 
wool ! We're all ticketed direct for the In- 
fernal regions, made up into separate little lots 
and labelled ' for destruction/ Why we are 
going on much about as usual, I can't for the 
life of me tell, unless, like Dr. Gumming' s 
* the end of the world,' it is put off till further 
notice." 

" I wonder how you can allow yourself to 
talk in that light way 1" said Miss Symnes 
reprovingly. 

" There's injustice again ! I was trying to 
console you. Aunt ; what was it that you were 
so afraid of last night? The Bank of England 
going off like a rocket, all stars and brightness 
etproeterea nihiir 

" What I said was, that I did not consider 
the Bank of England safe^ no more I do. 
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Look at France, bujring up all the gold ; and I 
should like to know where shall we be then?'' 
" Dead, buried, and eat up, probably, so 
what is the use of fighting windmills, like 
Don Quixote? Keep yourself easy, and 
you'll find out, by and bye, it is a pure loss of 
powder and shot ;" and Adelaide left the room 
humming, 

" There's nae luck about the house." 

Lfiss Symnes, naturally enough, did not 
look particularly pleased at her niece's cavalier 
mode of treating her ideas. " Young people 
think themselves so wise in these days," she 
said ; " in my time what my imcle and aunts 
said was more attended to." 

"It is Adelaide's manner," said Lettie, 
always ready with excuses for every one. 
" She doesn't mean to be rude, it is only her 
way. 

" The excuse for everything in these days, 
my dear. Young men call their fathers 
* governor.' Young women do the most out- 
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rageously fest things, and one isn't to mind 
it because ' it is only their way 1' " 

Lettie couldn't help owning there was truth 
in this, but to extenuate Adelaide she mum- 
bled out something about ' the age having 
altered/ 

" And that is just the very thing I am com- 
plaining of," said Miss Symnes no whit con- 
soled. " When I was young, what young ladies 
would have thought of going to a ball, with- 
out a chaperone ? Now I am told it is quite 
dispensed with, and they ride by themselves, 
and go out to parties by themselves, and what 
they'll come to next, Heaven only knows 1" 

Lettie was awestruck. She was in the habit 
of thoroughly swallowing everything she 
heard. So she felt dismayed for the present 
generation with its contempt for chaperones, 
and wondered what it would come to next, as 
Miss Symnes said. 

" Now," continued Miss Symnes, gathering 
up her knitting and rolling it into a tidy ball, 
" It is past one o'clock, so I am going to 
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wash my hands for luncheon. Will you like 
to come and take off your bonnet ?'' 

" Perhaps I had better wait till Adelaide 
comes back/' 

*' Do so, my dear. There are books on the 
table ; so you need not be dull. Not those 
two brown ones. They instill radical views, 
and they are rationalistic in their tendency. 
Have you read Hallam's * Middle Ages T 
No ! Then you should. Here it is." 

Lettie received that quintessence of dullness 
from Miss Symnes's hands and actually set 
herself down to read it — an effort of virtue 
that must be tried to be appreciated. 

"Caught!'' said a merry voice, and Ade- 
laide's white, ringed hand was laid on the page, 
" Who wouldn't be a blue by stealth ?" 

"Oh! I'm so glad you are come," said 
Lettie, throwing down her book. 

" And in the meanwhile you were improving 
your mind. I didn't know your literature ex- 
tended beyond * Jack the Giant-killer ' and 
^ Puss in Boots!'" 
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^^ Miss Symnes wm so kind as to give it 
me ; I suppose it is because I am so stupid, 
"but I don't think it very interesting," said 
Lettie, feeling guilty as if she were uttering 
heresy. 

" My dear, he who has read that book has 
performed a work of superogation, that ought 
to win him Heaven. We all have our trials 
in life ; I had mine, when I read Hallam 
through; may my recording angel note the 
feet and set it down to my credit side. So 
Aunt Anne gave it you?" 

" Yes, it was very kind of her." 

**Very; she is for ramming knowledge 
into the brain with a poker ; only of a certain 
sort, though. A dish of history, served up 
three times a day garnished with chrono- 
logy, and a little plain sewing ; that's her re- 
ceipt." 

^^Ohl" 

" As for poetry, or any of my dear delightful 
German books — ^hands off ! you mustn't touch 
them ; like wine, they are heating to the con- 
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stitution, rank poison I And we are all sup- 
posed to be so unsteady on our legs, that 
the first creature who tells us ' Nature pro- 
duced herself/ or some such bosh, over we 
go like a ninepin, and then, 



Not all the King's horses, and all the King's men, 
Can ever set Humptj Dumpty up again 1 " 



" But is it right to read all kinds of books?" 
said Lettie, hesitating ; " I don't know myself 
of course, but I hear Vaughan say some books 
are not sound." 

'* Likely enough not ; but they are not lucifer 
matches, neither are we tinder, to catch fire 
at the very sight of them. I am no great 
reader ; but I don't care a fig for the book 
that doesn't produce spontaneous internal 
combustion." 

"Ohl" 

" Don't be shocked, it is my dram ; I never 
feel anything, you know, so I like to feel by 
proxy, and on paper I" 

" What do you mean ?" 
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" I'm not impressible, I am like Pope's 
heroine — 



* Who, while her lover pants upon her breast. 
Can mark the figures on an Indian chest,' 



so I do my sentiment in novels/' 

Lettie said nothing, but looked unmistake- 
ably horrified. 

*' You dear old dot 1 I forgot, such mundane 
things are to your mind what pork is to the 
Jew. But you are not so bad as Aunt Symnes." 

"Bad?" 

" She is so doleful and dismal in her 
goodness, that she makes me feel as I used to 
do, when in my youth, I read of the preter- 
naturally pious children who invariably died 
at six years old. Now balls are not signs of 
perdition with you, nor do you shudder at 
theatres." 

" Hush, Adelaide, you do run on so." 

" Well 1 if people will insist on cramming 
down my throat six doses of religion in one, 
no -wonder I object and turn restive. One 
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grain of good advice in two tablespoonfuls of 
sugar— i.e. flattery— I might manage. Now 
my good aunt administers the advice in table- 
spoonfuls, and leaves out the other condiment 
altogether. Hem I here she comes, do I look 
proper?'* 

In came Miss Symnes, her very smooth 
hair made smoother still, and the black mit- 
tens she always wore, on, ready for luncheon. 
She seated herself bolt upright at the table, 
with her hands crossed, cleared her throat 
once or twice, then said " My dear Adelaide, 
it is half^past one." 

^^ So it is Aunt,'' said Adelaide innocently ; 
then turning to Lettie, began to shew her 
some embroidery Henrietta was doing for 
the future bride. Another "hem," from Miss 
Symnes, then a warning, " My dear I" 

" Yes, aunt," said Adelaide without look- 
ing up, . 

"It is three minutes past the half hour, and 
if you want to enforce punctuality on the 
household you should not allow Thomas to 
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be so uncertain about the luncheon ; yesterday 
it was a quarter to two, and the day before it 
was two.'' 

*'Well, aunt, I don't care what time he 
brings up luncheon, I only give orders it is 
to be some time in the course of the day, half 
an hour less or half an hour more, what does 
it matter?" 

" My dear," said Miss Symnes, shaking her 
head very gravely, " it is not the way to rule 
your house well. If you had an establish- 
ment of your own now, how would you 
mianage?" 

" Why, not at all ; never mean to, I shall 
g^t a person to manage the house, and if that 
xion't do, get some one else to manage her." 

"That will never answer; a lady should be 
her own housekeeper." 

^* What I inspect the legs of mutton I grand 
merci! I tried it once. One Sunday there 
was a surloin of beef ; next day diere was no 
trace of it. I instituted a commission of en- 
quiry ; asked what bad become of the beef. 



44 TAMING A SHBEW. 

and was told it wouldn't keep this hot weather. 
Of course I knew it was a story. The cook, 
who told it me, knew it, and I knew it, and 
she knew that I knew it, and I knew that she 
knew that I knew it. But what was I to do ? 
So she served us all out the next week, by 
giving us execrable dinners." 

" But if you don't look a little into affairs, 
think how everything must be at sixes and 
sevens below stairs I" 

" Of course it it is. Don't I know when 
the housemaid comes to ask ^ please, mum, may 
I go out for an hour this evening,' that her 
John Thomas is waiting at the comer to take 
her to the theatre. Don't I know that the 
cook's ' Lothario' is fed entirely at papa's ex- 
pense. Don't I know when the butler says, 
with a face as long as my arm, ^ please, sir, 
there's two more bottles of wine burst in the 
cellar,' that those two very bottles are at 
this moment reposing intact on his own 
shelves?" 

" My dear, my dear !" said Miss Symnes, 
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shaking her head, "then I can onlj say, 
more's the pity and more's the sin." 

" To be sure 1 I know all that, aunt. IVe 
put it on one side amongst things to be re- 
pented of. I mean to do it all in a lump some 
day, and when once my hand is in, it won't 
be more trouble to repent of twenty things 
than ten." 

Miss Symnes looked too horrified, and 
Lettie too pained to speak. Adelaide delighted 
in shocking people, and let her tongue out run 
her thoughts with that view very often. 

*' Greater sinner, greater saint, aunt I by 
and bye I mean to come out strong in the good 
line, when IVe had my fling 1" 

" It is beginning at the wrong end," sighed 
Miss Symnes. 

" Now just let me show you d propos of 
household misdemeanours I If cook is put 
out, she cooks a la diahle; that puts papa out, 
he is cross, and that puts me out. So for the 
sake of all the Christian virtues, it behoves me 
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to uphold this doctrine, the cook can do no 
wrong I Ah I ; there is the luncheon bell ; come 
down now and you shall taste a fricandeau, 
that will quite cover her multitude of sins." 

They went down, and Henrietta was in. 
the dining room pouring out a glass of wine 
for Lucy, who had luncheon in her own room.: 
She shook hands with Lettie, and told her 
Lucy would like to see her for one moment 
before she went. 

As it was getting laitcythey soon adjourned 
to Lucy's room, who was in agreat fret, because. 
Lady Susan McKenzie, who was to present 
her, had not yet come. She was standing be- 
fore the large pier-glass when they entered^ 
looking very pretty. Prettiness, not beauty, 
was her peculiarity ; something of the same 
merit that attaches to a wax doll ; good com- 
plexion, small features, no expression, and 
white satin, setting off the whole. 

"How d'ye do, Lettie; do you like my 
dress?" 
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" It looks very nice." 

*^ Uncommon swell 1" exclaimed a voice 
from the door, and a boy's head appeared 
thereat; Master Richard being at home for 
the Easter holidays, had just returned from a 
morning's ride in Rotten Row, and came to 
give his opinion on the matter. 

"Go away, Rick," said Henrietta, "your 
room is better than your company just now." 

" My eye, and the lovely Elizabeth Martin, 
we are in full fig 1" reiterated Richard, un- 
heeding the injunction, and advancing still 
fiirther in ; "by jingo ! is this what you call 
dimity," he said, touching the satin. 

*' No, young Verdant," answered Adelaide. 
" Ah, there is Lady Susan's carriage ; make 
haste, Lucy, it is very late ; I suppose she has 
been detained." 

Down ran Lucy, and got into the carriage, 
where Lady Susan McKenzie was waiting for 
her fiiU of distresses and apologies. The dress- 
maker had never brought her dress till the 
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last moment, and now it was so dreadfiilly 
late, &c* 

" How glad I shall be when my turn 
comes !" said Henrietta, taking up one of 
Lucy's bracelets. " I am sixteen to-morrow, 
and in another year 1 let me see, I won't be so 
stupid, though, as Lucy ; FU have two seasons 
first before I marry. If I come out at seven- 
teen, at nineteen I will marry." 

" Hadn't you better wait till you are asked?" 
said Adelaide. 

''Oh, of course I shall. Every one has 
offers, haven't they, Lettie ?" 

"I don't know," said Lettie simply, "I 
never had any." 

" Never 1 oh !" and Henrietta's face said, 
" What a disgrace 1" 

" Never, I assure you," reiterated Lettie. 

" Dear me 1 I shouldn't like at all to be an 
old maid. I suppose you've made up your 
mind to it now though, of course 1" 

" Why should she ?" interrupted Adelaide. 
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" Well ! why 1 why 1 you know, Lettie, you 
are twenty-eight," said the girl of sixteen, to 
whom twenty-eight seem a hundred. 

** Yes I know, do you see any grey hairs?" 

" Stuff and nonsense !" said Adelaide. 
"Come down, Lettie, you are a dear old thing, 
and I don't want you to be a bit younger, or 
a bit prettier." 

" I daresay not," thought Lettie, " yet I 
wouldn't mind it ! Pooh ! you old goose 1" 

"And after all, Lettie," pursued Henrietta^ 
like a girl of sixteen unable to let a not very 
pleasant subject drop, " You are not so very 
old, nor so, so very plain." 

" I know I am very plain," said Lettie, not 
as if she was vexed, but in the tone of one 
uttering a well known fact, patent to all. 

" Henrietta, hold your tongue ! Dear 
Lettie, you are worth ten of her, and are very 
nice; so never mindl" exclaimed Adelaide, 
putting her arm within hers to take her down 
stairs. Yet Lettie remarked that as they passed 
the pier-glass together, arm in arm, she con- 

VOL. I. D 
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trived to cast a glance towards it and did not 
seem displeased at the contrast. Adelaide Boyd 
was an essentially fine woman; with well-deve- 
loped form ; and manners, which, naturally 
pleasing, society had lacquered over with a 
false gloss, and made fashionable. 

There was Spanish blood in her by the mo- 
ther's side, and that gave fire to her eyes, and 
every now and then ran like lightning 
through her veins. The gift of fascination, a 
distinct quality from beauty, was hers also, 
and whether that gift resided in the flashing 
orbs, the brilliant smile, the wavy figure, or 
the taking manners, or was something apart 
and different from all these, it was hard to say. 

Certain it is, that many a more regularly 
beautiful woman did less execution than she 
did. Her net ensnared many ; few broke 
free again. And Letitia Dacres, what was 
she ? In a ball-room, a nonentity ; in a flower 
show, no ornament. Well, are these the only 
battle-fields on earth ? is there no other arena 
where the wrestler can struggle and conquer ? 
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must all women estimate their triumphs by 
the number of the slain? like the Indian 
chiefs, counting their laurels, by the heads 
hanging at their battle-bow ? 

"Now, Lettie," said Adelaide, as they seated 
themselves in the handsome drawing room, 
" Let us have a chat/' 

Lettie knew very Well what that meant ; 
it meant a long list of Adelaide's admirers, 
whose name was legion. 
. " Any thing fresh ?" she asked. 

" Nothing desperate 1 I don't know where 
to begin." 

" Begin alphabetically then !" 

Lettie was not always quite patient on this 
matter. The subject of admirers is apt to be 
Wearisome to those who have none. 

" I would, my dear, only I never could 
repeat my A.B.C. A la bonne heure^ Lucy's 
prktendu is on show at present ; you will see 
him to-night." 

" Do describe what he is like." 
D 2 
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*' My dear, he is a negative and can't be 
described, except by a running commentary 
of ' nots/ He is not handsome, not ugly, not 
clever, not stupid, not good, not bad." 

" That is your version, not Lucy's." 

" Lucy is in love, c^est tout direr 

"Is it? Well, I have no experience in 
these matters." 

" You are verdure itself ! Why, here comes 
the carriage, we must go and put on our bon- 
nets and defer further conversation. You must 
play duenna to-day." 

"Miss Symnes is not coming?" 

" No, she visits two old men, minus their 
legs and their tempers." 

"And Henrietta?" 

" Is caught in the toils of a new novel, and 
eschews driving in consequence." 

"I hope you are not going to any very 
smart places," said Lettie, as they adjourned 
to Adelaide's room. " Look, I have only 
got this straw bonnet." 

" Ma chhre^ the drive in the park is to me as 
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my daily bread. Don't consider I've done my 
duty unless I go there." 

"But my bonnet?" and Lettie poised her 
plain head gear on her fingers. 

" It will do. You'll pass for a Quakeress. 
Lord Millbank will be asking me to-morrow, 
at Lady Fanshaw's ball, * Who on airth was 
that dewced fine gal dwiving with you in the 
Park?'" 

" Well if you don't mind it, I don't see why 
I should," said Lettie philosophically, as she 
tied it on, and fastened the long brown cloak 
over her best silk dress, that was not very 
* best' either. Yet she was sensible of some 
slight incongruity, as she seated herself in the 
smart open carriage — ^her dark gown, coming 
in contact with Adelaide's sweeping flounces, 
delicate gloves, and other dainty appointments. 
The park was very full, and Fop's comer 
hung as usual with young men suspended in 
different attitudes,' some affecting the tops of 
the railings, others with their arms elegantly 
dependent therefrom ; all one stereolyped 
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edition of the genus homo^ vacant faces, 
with an eruption of hair on them, faultless 
attire, and immaculate gloves. Adelaide's 
head was in constant motion, bowing first to 
one and then to the other. 

" Ah ! there is George Cameron and Capt. 
Oliver ; Lettie look this way, I want to shew 
you the last spoiU of my bow ; there, that man 
with the dark hair, isn't he handsome ? '' 

'* I don't know." 

"He is the fashion just now, and is my 
cavalier devoui. Don't look alarmed, he has 
got the disease very mildly." 

" I should hope so." 

"Why should you hope so? He is the 
handsomest man in London, and has a peerage 
in prospective. The young ladies are all mad 
about him, un parti comme ily en apeuJ^ 

"What is his name r 

" The Honourable Mr. Stanhope Vane." 

" Do you like him ?" 

"Like! bahl who thinks of that after 
eighteen ?" 
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" I wish you wouldn't talk so, Adelaide ; 
it sounds as if you had no heart." 

" Ma cUre, did you think I had?" 

^'I don't know." 

" Quel bStise.^' And Adelaide hummed 
gaily two lines out of a French song, 

^ Je n*ai pas de coBor, je n'ai pas de ooeur, 
Si j 'avals un coeur, je ne saurais que faire.'* 

" Tell you what, Lettie — I am glad I am 
minus the article. It is no end of bother to 
its possessor ; liable to break, and apt to 
smash. My substitute for it is at present 
out at grass ; it was rather hardworked in its 
last campaign, so I shall keep it there for the 
present — ^unless, indeed, the aforesaid Honour- 
able gentleman's father dies — then I don't 
know whether it will be proof against being 
called ' my lady.' " 

" Adelaide, Adelaide, you do run on so !" 
"My dear Nun, why shouldn't I? Ihavehad 
heaps of oflfers ; been engaged twice, and twice 
have clapped my wings exulting when I got 
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free. I quarrelled with the first man, because 
he paid too much attention to my grandmother, 
and with the second because he didn't grOw 
thin and pale, as a lover should do. He walked 
over the course too easily, so one day I re- 
quested him to walk off altc^ether." 

" Oh, Adelaide," said Lettie, half between 
crying and laughing, " I don't know what to 
make of you I Never mind, the time will come 
when you'll find out you've got a heart." 

" You make me quite nervous. May that 
time be distatit I I see before me a vision of 
red eyes, ruined complexion, and general at- 
tenuation of form in consequence — what 
o'clock is it?" 

"Just six." 

"Then we must be turning homewards. 
Mr. Stanhope Vane dines with us to-night; 
so I must worship before the looking glass 
for an hour, lest my captive, just enthralled, 
should burst his bonds again." 
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CHAPTER IV. 



BAITING THE LINE. 



When they reached home, Lettie went up- 
stairs with Adelaide to dress, half dreading 
the dinner party that was coming. " You had 
better let the lady's maid dress you first," 
said Adelaide. " What are you going to 
wear?" 

Lettie took out of the neat paper parcel 
lying on the bed her best gown ; a white 
muslin dress with tucks. It was pre-eminently 
her *best gown/ and she had a kind of 
vague belief that she was looking quite nice 
when she had it on ; a delusion incident to 
'best' clothes. 

D 5 
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She was soon dressed, and had smoothed her 
very smooth hair, that had that only merit ; 
then she sat down to watch the maid twist 
Adelaide's dark glorious tresses into bands, 
and plaits, and innumerable cunning de- 
vices. 

Adelaide ' paid' for dressing. She had great 
capabilities for it. Not being a regular beauty, 
she was not one of those people who look well 
anyhow and anywhere. If anything interfered 
with her spirit, or her temper, and the veins 
no longer ran lightning, she could even appear 
plain. Beauty is of so many classes. A simple 
order of loveliness is spoilt by dress, as a 
pencil drawing is by a large gilt frame, — it 
overpowers it. According to the gem, so 
should be the setting; Adelaide's eastern 
cast of face, on the contrary, with its dark 
heavy eye-lashed eyes, and lips that were fiiU 
and red as crushed roses, was enhanced by a 
style of toilette, elaborate enough to have 
utterly extinguished the paler tints, and 
id order of most English faces. 
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" We must make haste/' she said as the 
lady's maid left the room, " no doubt we shall 
already find Lucy and that sweet youth, her 
future ' sposo' cooing soft nothings on the 
sofa." 

" You don't seem much to value this 
future brother-in-law of yours." 

" He is perfection in a ball room. I 
don't see he is much out of it ; tell you what, 
Lettie," she said, as she coolly clasped her 
bracelet. '* Ten to one, I shall marry a fool, 
but catch me caring for one ! By the bye, 
your brother comes to-night^ — ^pity he hasn't 
got £10,000 a year." 

"Wh/?" 

" When a child, I used rather to admire him. 
I christened him my ' Nineveh bull.' " 

Lettie didn't quite know whether to take 
this as a compliment, or the reverse ; at the 
best it sounded doubtful. 

" Don't ruffle yourself, my sweet girl, I 
don't mean any insult to your hero. He is a 
piece of granite, and after the dabs of putty 
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I'm accustomed to, the change is refresh- 
mg. 

" He is very good/' and Lettie's plain sal- 
low little face actually grew radiant. 

" Bescmdonsr They went down, the two 
together, girl-like, with arms round each 
other's waists. A strange contrast, the bril- 
liant exotic and the humble field-flower. No 
guests had arrived, but all the family were in 
the drawing room. Mr. Boyd, a short, thick- 
set man with pepper and salt whiskers, and a 
strong appreciation of the talents and industry 
that had made his career a prosperous one, 
gave Lettie a hearty shake of the hand. 
Frederick, the eldest son, a youth who had 
just entered the Guards, and was sublime in 
aflfectations, in consequence, had placed him- 
self in a ' pose' on the sofa. He was kind 
enough to extend a finger to his cousin, with 
a faint " How do," then relapsed into himself 
and a devout contemplation of his thumb- 
nails. 

Lucy and Henrietta were there also, and 



TAMING A SHREW. 61 

Miss 8y mnes, who knitted as for dear life, that 
there might be no waste of time on her con- 
science. 

" Fred, are you going to Lady Sibthorpe's 
ball to-night?" enquired Henrietta. 

" Don't know weally/' said the guardsman, 
languidly. 

"Don't know?" 

"Haven't thought about it," he replied. 
(N.B. He had thought of little else for the 
last week.) 

" Well, I declare that is too bad, after all 
the trouble we took to get you an invitation !" 
exclaimed the indignant Henrietta. 

" It'll depend how I am inclined by and 
bye,perwhaps I may go," he said nonchalantly, 
being already determined in his own mind, 
that nothing earthly should keep him from it. 
' " Oh but you must indeed," pursued 
Henrietta, whose ignorance of young man- 
hood prevented her from discovering this 
fact. 
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" It is so confoundedly hot, and dressing is 
such a bore/' he continued. 

" Don't make a fool of yourself young man/' 
was his father's laconic observation, inter- 
rupted by the footman's announcing, " Captain 
Lynwood." "Lucy's swain," whispered 
Adelaide to Lettie, as a weak-looking, pretty 
young man, with a very long pair of legs like 
walking sticks, made his entr6. He was the 
beau ideal of Frederick Boyd's heart — a Cap- 
tain in the same regiment in which the latter 
was Ensign ; and the model on which he was 
educating himself. Captain Lynwood devoutly 
believed himself to be a very dangerous 
person, as he cpnsidered himself strikingly 
handsome, and he had a way of hanging him- 
self about on mantel-pieces and the back of 
chairs, that all might see and admire. Then 
came Vaughan Dacres, and at due intervals 
the rest of the company — Colonel Bynks, 
Miss Keene, Lady Barrington and the two 
Misses Barrington, Mr. Browne, Mr. Stanhope 



TAMING A BHREW. 63 

Vane, &c. Lettie's place at dinner happened 
to be between Captain Lynwood and Richard, 
the latter having taken the place of a defaulter 
who had been kept at home by Ulness. Captain 
Lynwood having divided his attentions be- 
tween his dinner and his bethrothed, who sat 
on his other side, suddenly bethought him- 
self of Lettie, and to do the pretty, turned 
upon her with the question, " What do you 
think of Bosio ?" (she being then in the zenith 
of her fame). Poor Lettie I if he had asked 
her to define a parellelogram, she wouldn't 
have been more puzzled. She lived so out of 
the world, that whether Bosio was a thing, 
place, or person, she absolutely was not aware. 

" I don't know," was the safest answer she 
could think of. 

" Bless my soul !" exclaimed the Captain, 
shocked out of all his proprieties — " Never 
heard Bosio." 

"Never." 

" Never been to the Opera ?" 

"Never." 
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^^ Goodness gwacious T' and the gallant 
Captain tamed his back npon her for the rest 
of dinner, as an individual quite out of the 
pale of society. 

" I say," said Eichard to Lettie in a loud 
school-boy's whisper, with his mouth fiill^ 
" Try some of that dish, it's prime." 

" No, thank you — ^Rick, what's the name of 
that lady opposite with the red and gold 
head-dress ?" 

" Lady Barrington, ain't she a stunner 1 by 
George, isn't she pitching into little Foozle I" 

^* Doing what?" 

" Oh, you're so jolly green. Taking all the 
starch out of him." 

" Browne, try that Madeira," said the hearty 
tones of the master of the house, " it has al- 
ready made one journey round the world." 

"Most happy, Mr. Boyd, to prevent it 
making another." 

" Mr. Stanhope Vane, I saw you twice to- 
day in the Park, and you absolutely looked 
another way when I bowed to you." 
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" Upon my honour, Miss Boyd, I never saw 
you." 

" Insult to injury ! you ought to have 
known I was there, by intuition." 

" Now, Miss Boyd, would you have me 
emulate Macbeth's witches ? ' by the pricking 
of my thumbs, something wicked this way 
comes.' You perceive intuition applies to 
evil influences ; angels are only seen by their 
own light." 

Lettie listened to all these odds and ends 
of talk that made a strange piece of patch- 
work, in which her own thoughts came in and 
mingled ; thoughts of stockings to be darned, 
and the cake to be mixed on the morrow, 
and whether there would be any way of 
making one shilling do the work of two, for 
Lettie was a careful little housewife. Then 
she laughed at herself and her calculations, 
and turned her attention to Adelaide Boyd, 
as she sat at the head of her father's table ! 
A bright vision she was, with her youth and 
beauty, and sparkling words hanging on her 
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lips. " Stanhope Vane was on one s'de of her, 
paying undivided attention, Colonel Bynks 
on the other, doing the same. Mr. Browne, in 
the distance, was trying to gain a smile, and 
opposite him Vaughan Dacres. The latter 
was not speaking to her, scarcely looking at 
her, but once when he did raise his eyes, 
Lettie was actually struck with their expres- 
sion. — "I declare he looks quite handsome 
to-night — it is the white neck-tie. How glad 
I am I made him put it on!" 

Simple Lettie, how little she knew what 
influences were at work, other than white neck- 
ties. 

" Mr. Dacres," said Adelaide's clear voice 
with its beautiful timbre^ from the top of the 
table, when the desert was nearly over. " How 
long is it since you have become d la Trappiste ; 
I see you eschew alike food and conversation." 

" Miss Boyd, I have been better engaged-^ 
listening to you." 

" A hint that I've been talking too much I 
presume." 
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" Conscience doth make cowards of us all. 
I never said so." 

"All the worse, you implied it. Lady 
Barrington shall we adjourn ? the gentlemen 
are getting tired of us, so at least Mr Dacres 
hints/' she said, rising. 

Mr. Browne tried hard to fall into an attitude 
expressive of despair, but being a wheezy old 
man, set in the stocks of a very stiflF choker, 
couldn't manage it. Colonel Bynks succeeded 
better, by casting his eyes in a sudden phrenzy 
up to the ceiling. Captain Lynwood said, 
" Hang it, no, by Jove 1" Mr. Stanhope Vane 
whispered something that made her colour, 
while Vaughan Dacres said nothing. 

Then came the weary half hour that ladies 
pass waiting for the gentlemen. The weather 
had been run to death, and the fashions worn 
thread bare; all the different babies of the 
different mamas enquired after, and a graphic 
account of their illnesses given in reply ; still 
the gentlemen did not appear. 

Adelaide, with conversation enough for 
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gentlemen, was dumb with ladies. '^ For 
goodness' sake, Lettie/' she whispered to 
her, " Do go and talk to those two Miss Bar- 
ringtons, they are sitting like stuck pigs on 
that sofa ; ask them anything, whether they 
shoot, or play billiards — I declare they make 
me quite nervous, they look as if they had 
got lock-jaw." Lettie drew up her chair be- 
side them and began, 

" Have you been out to-day T 

" Yes, a little way." 

" Are you fond of walking ?" 

"Pretty well." 

" Try it again," whispered Adelaide in her 
ear, as she passed into the next room, " only 
don't go harping for ever on the same string." 

" What am I to say then ?" thought Lettie, 
" Oh, here comes Henrietta, she will know 
better, and then I will go and talk to poor 
deaf Miss Keene." 

To talk to Miss Keene was no sinecure, for 
you had to speak so loud, that every word 
you uttered might as well have been said on 
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the hustings, but Lettie was content when she 
could attend to those that others passed by. 
This time, however, her thoughts rather wan- 
dered. 

*' Yes, very fine indeed/' she answered to 
some observation of Miss Keene's. 

(" So that is Mr. Stanhope Vanel Well, I 
don't like his look at all ; he is handsome 
certainly, but a man of whom I should have 
a thorough dread.) I beg your pardon, Miss 
Keene, what were you saying?" 

" I was only remarking how well Miss 
Boyd looks — of course it is all settled." 

*^ Settled!— what?" 

" Why of course she is going to marry Mr. 
Stanhope Vane." 

" Indeed, no, I am quite certain she's not 
going to do any such thing." 

" Then who is it, my dear ?" 

" No one indeed, that I know of." 

" My dear, can't you speak a little louder 
I can't hear you — Colonel Bynks is it ?" 
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" No," shouted Lettie, at the top of her, 
voice, "you are wrong/' 

" Mr. Browne ! well ! I am surprised ; I 
should have thought now thirty years between 
them was too great a disparity ; but young 
people are so queer ; now in my day it was 
diflferent." 

Poor Lettie was in despair ; it seemed very 
hard that Mr. Browne, a respectable man 
of forty-five, should be saddled with a bride 
that he had never dreamt of; and whilst she 
was thinking how she could extricate both 
from such a position. Rick whispered in her 
ear, 

" I say, Lettie, don't you think you could 
speak a little louder?" 

" Lettie," and Vaughan drew up his chair 
beside her, "can't you make your dresses 
look more like other people's?" 

" Like other people's, my dear Vaughan, I 
have got my best dress on, isn't it very nice ?" 

" But it doesn't look like Miss Boyd's." 
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" Adelaide, no — ^my dear Vaughan, how 
could a plain little being like me look like 
Adelaide? but Henrietta's dress is like mine, 
only white muslin." 

" Only white muslin," so it was, but there 
was quite a different air about it and the 
wearer. She was not anythmg remarkable 
looking, only with the usual accompaniments 
of young ladyhood, flounces, ribbons, and all 
l3ie little knick-knackeries that go towards en- 
slaving the hearts of men ; not graceful, yet 
lady-like ; not pretty, yet well enough ' set-up' 
to pass for it." 

" Hush, Miss Boyd is going to sing!" said 
Vaughan. 

And very well she did sing, an old English 
air, given with great truth and spirit. Vaughan 
drew near to the pianoforte, and leant his 
head against the wall as he listened ; ^^ that 
is very pretty," he said when she had finished, 
" I like it very much." 

" Miss Boyd," said Stanhope Vane, either 
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not having heard the last remark, or else pre- 
tending that he had not, " It is a sin to spend 
your powers on anything so bourgeois ! ab- 
solute waste of means ! Italian is the only fit 
vehicle for such a voice!" 

" I don't happen to agree with you." She 
flashed out her answer, as she saw Vaughan 
redden angrily, " and I am going to sing 
another of the same type." 

^^ Injustice to yourself; it is now, really, and 
that is my candid opinion." 

" It matters a very little what your opinion 
is. I am singing to please Mr, Dacres, not 
you." 

Vaughan looked delighted, and Stanhope 
Vane drew back for an instant, a jest on his 
lips, that felt like a curse in his heart. " She 
shall repent it," he muttered with darkening 
brow, as Vaughan bent over her to turn the 
leaves of her music, (a thing he had never 
done before in his life,) and she smiled up at 
him, one of her sweetest smiles — " It is her 
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day now, and that fool's ; my day will come. 
Courage^ mon gargon. Events march — they 
march and I wait I" 

When Adelaide had finished her second 
song, Captain Ljrnwood was requested to 
favour the audience. Putting one hand in his 
coat-tail pocket, he held it out at an acute 
angle, then grasping the back of a chair with 
the other, he shook himself, and underwent 
the throes of sea-sickness, till he brought up 
a few notes, deficient alike both in quantity 
and quality. 

When it was over, everyone thanked him 
and said "how pretty!" Whereon Captain 
Lynwood smiled blandly and had symptoms 
of a second attack. Adelaide saw it and 
averted it, by requesting Stanhope Vane to 
sing instead — " Certainly," he said, without 
the least trace of resentment. " As Miss Boyd 
does not approve Italian to-d^y, I will follow 
her lead, and try English." 

" Well, Mr. Dacres," said Adelaide, turning 
to him, as she left the pianoforte, " which did 

VOL. I. E 
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you like best, the one I have just sung, or the 
other?" 

" Each seemed most beautiful as you sung 
it/' said Vaughan, who was fast learning 
politeness, under the teaching of the great 
master, Love. A light danced in Adelaide's 
eyes, she knew and recognized his teacher. 
She valued her admirers, for the same reason 
as the Roman generals did their captives, be- 
cause it made their triumphal procession all 
the longer and the more magnificent. Thus 
it pleased her to promote Vaughan Dacres, vice 
Stanhope Vane." 

" Come sit here, Mr. Dacres, I want to talk 
to you about Lettie," she said baiting her 
hook for him, with all good and simple talk ; 
had Stanhope Vane been the fish to be angled 
for she would have used a diflferent fly. 

" I am anxious about Lettie, she looks ill." 

"Lettie ill!" said Vaughan, opening his 
eyes, " surely not, she never complains." 

"What a man's reason," said Adelaide, 
laughing, with one of those particularly bright 
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delicate laughs of hers, clear and sweet like 
the ring of a bell. 

"But," said Vaughan, looking puzzled, "I 
suppose if she were ill, she would say so, 
judging by myself.'' 

" No precedent at all, let me tell you, Mr. 
Dacres, a man complains, and a woman suffers 
in silence." 

" Good Heavens !" exclaimed Vaughan, 
seriously alarmed, " I'll go and ask her this 
minute." 

" No don't," said Adelaide laying her hand 
on his arm. It gave him as great a shock as 
if it had been an electric battery, and he sat 
deprived of speech. " I only meant she looks 
a^ little pale, perhaps it is only the gas though." 

Which very likely it was, for her anxiety 
about her friend subsided as suddenly as it 
had arisen. 

" Do you know, Mr. Dacres," she continued, 
** r have got a quarrel against you." 

" Mel Miss Boyd." 

" I suppose you don't possess visiting cards?" 
t 2 
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*^Visiting cards," repeated Vaughan help- 
lessly. 

" Is your name printed topsey turvey ?" 

" Not that I am aware of/' said Vaughan, 
with a dismayed look, " that is, I never re- 
marked it, (as a sadden dark suspicion rushed 
through his mind, * that foolish printer's fellow 
could he have done so, and he not have ob- 
served it?) "FUgo to-morrow to the engraver 
and blow him up. I am such a careless being 
about these matters, Miss Boyd, and I leave 
so few cards, that if they printed them ' Great 
Khan of Tartary,' I daresay I shouldn't have 
found it out by this time." 

" Let me give you a little bit of advice 
then," said Adelaide, convulsed with laughter 
at his matter-of-factness, " leave a card here 
to-morrow and that will give you an opportu- 
nity of finding out." 

Then thinking she had administered enough 
syrup, she corrected it with a little acid. 
" How beautifiiUy Mr. Stanhope Vane sings !" 

" Humph I yes, it isn't bad." 



TAMING A SHREW. 77 

" Such a perfect voice and ear. Do you 
sing?" which of course she knew he did about 
as well as a hyena. 

"No." 

"Don't you?" said Adelaide, looking as if 
that was news, "why not?" 

" For an excellent reason, because I 
cant. 

" But you should. Every man ought to 
sing, it adds polish to him." She was 
delighted to see Vaughan wince — Instinct told 
her she had touched him on the raw, his want 
of polish, that was his weak point — ^he knew 
it| and she knew it, and he saw that she saw 
that he knew that she knew it, and winced 
again. 

"Mr. Stanhope Vane is considered very 
handsome, do you think so ?" she said look- 
ing straight at him with innocent eyes. 
" What should you say his character was ?" 

" Really, Miss Boyd, I am not the person to 
ask." 

" Yes you are, because you are a stranger 
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to him, a^d I study character, and like to 
compare notes." 

"Had this man such qjx interest for her 
then ?" thought Vaughan. 

" I don't mean/' she continue, " that it is 
necessary for me to care for the people them- 
selves to do it ; it is natural to me. — I do it to 
the beggars in the streets even." 

Vaughan's brow cleared ; " I should say," 
he said, " that he was a man of iron will, and 
inflexible resolution — once see his point he 
i/^ould run a steeple-chase to reach it." 

He gulped down a strong tendency to say 
something else ; but this man was his enemy, 
intuition said; so he was more bound to be just 
to him, than if he had been his friend. 
" You give him great praise." 
" Do I?" replied Vaughan ruefully, " you 
asked me what I thought, so of course I told 
you." 

Tennyson's ' Maude' was then just out, and 
Stanhope Vane's voice rang through the room 
in the words — 
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« The larkspur listens, " I hear, I hear," 
And the lily whispers. " I wait" 
She is coming, mj love, mj dear, 
She is coming, mj life, mj fate.'* 

"What are they talking about/' said 
Adelaide, when the song was over, and rising 
she joined the group at the pianoforte. Stan- 
hope Vane was holding forth to Henrietta, 
who looked helplessly puzzled, while in the 
back ground were several ladies, with equally 
mystified &ces. 

He turned round to Adelaide as she ap- 
proached. "Do you believe in astral 
influences?" 

*' Phsaw I— No/' 

" Then I do. — The things we want gravitate 
to us, and our need sucks them in. — So, ac- 
cording to our desires, are our possessions." 

" Talk sense, can't you ?" 

" So I do, I speak of certain truths. The 
footsteps that are to blend with ours are 
coming to us through all time. The murderer 
and his victim meet, though half a hemisphere 
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divide them. — che sara sarh. One word gums 
up my creed — Fate." 

The group of faces round, as these dark 
oracalar sentences were being uttered, grad- 
ually took a tint of dismay. It was as if a 
thunder-bolt had suddenly alighted in their 
midst. 

"What nonsense is all this?" exclaimed 
Adelaide ; " Mr. Stanhope Vane I recommend 
you to go home at once, for you certainly 
must have got brain fever," and to do away 
with the unpleasant impression, she began 
playing the lively little French air, she was 
so fond of, 



** Je n'ai pas de oceur, je n'ai pas de coeur, 
Si javais uncceur, je ne saurais que faire.*' 



Stanhope Vane moved away perfectly 
satisfied with having mystified every one, and 
made them thoroughly uncomfortable. He 
liked to say startling things, not only to 
astonish others, but to astonish himself also. 

" Well," said Vaughan to his sister, as he 
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threw timself tack in the cab, on their way 
home — " What do you think of him ?" 

" Of whom ?" said Lettie, opening her eyes. 

" Mr. Stanhope Vane, of course. Isn't he an 
uncommonly good looking fellow ?" answered 
Vaughan in a tone which implied, 'I wish 
you'd say he wasn't.' But'Lettie always went 
by what people said, she was not quick at 
guessing what they meant. 

" Yes, very, and such fascinating manners 
too." 

" Umph I— Confound this window, it won't 
go either up or down." 

" Never mind, it is quite warm. Tell me, 
Vaughan, isn't Adelaide beautiful?" 

" Oh, well enough, too dark though by half, 
the other one, Henrietta, don't you call her ? 
isn't bad." 

" Oh, but she is nothing beside Adelaide." 

" A matter of taste I suppose," said Vaughan 
carelessly; " by jove I our Jehu doesn't hurry 
himself — Hollo ! I say, drive a little faster, 
can't you, my good man." 
£ 5 
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Lettie went to her room that night, thinking 
what a pity it was Vanghan didn't admire 
Adelaide more. She lay awake imagining 
schemes for making him do so ; for with a 
yonng lady's enthusiastic admiration for a 
'dearest friend/ it was almost a sin i^ her 
eyes, that he did not feel the same, while 
Vanghan walked up ^nd down the garden, 
humming snatches of songs, then went to bqd 
and dreamt more than was to be expected, of 
a young lady who was ' too dark by half I' 
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CHAPTER V. 



IN THE OFFICE OP THE TAPES AND TAXES. 

" I SAT, Greville," said Vaughan, putting his 
head into the room where his friend was 
writing with one or two others, in the Tapes 
and Taxes Office, ^^ I am going to the Eoyal 
Academy by and bye. Will you come?'' 

"Didn't know you aflfected pictures, Dacres," 
said a gentleman, with budding honours on his 
upper lip, who stood at the window, making 
himself useful to his country, by picking his 
teeth—" Thought you cut the whole concern, 
arte and sciences.'' 

" Tell you what it is, Keeley," rqjoiued an- 
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otherwhose fece presented the same appearance 
of a sadden break-out of bristles and brusb- 
wood, " Dacres is bound for a muffin-worry 
to-nigbt, so be is going in for a cram. Tea 
and pictures, delicate fare." 

" By jove I" said Keeley stretching his arms, 
and yawning, " can't be bored with pictures, 
it's so awfiiUy slow. I get the critique in the 
Times by heart, and Fm as up in them as if 
I'd done the thing itself. — Cunning dodge, 
isn't it?" 

"Glad I know your modus operandtj^ 
retorted Vaughan, — " It accounts for what old 
Powys said the other day, ' that young Keeley 
is such a well informed young man.' " 

" My dear fellow, if you knew the wear 
and tear my plan saves me in life." 

*' Don't see it." 

" Not? why look here, out comes a celebrated 
book, don't want to read it, but do want to 
talk about it ; so learn the review of it off by 
rote, and next party I go to, administer it in 
homoeopathic doses to my partner ; two grains 
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of 'Quarterly/ dissolved in a spoonful of 
Keeley's mixture, takes amazingly I assure 
you. Ever seen my catechism of question and 
answer ? — ^It is not so bad." 

" Let us have it/' said one of the gentlemen. 

" I put it down in this way/' said Keeley, 
as he seated himself at the table, and began 
flourishing his pen. " For instance, under the 
head P for painting. Question. ' What is 
Pre-Baphaelitism ?' Answer. Pshaw I I've 
forgotten it now. Never mind. * Then there 
is B for books. I turn up to B. ' Books most 
talked of ' Kant on Cant.' . * An interesting 
inquiry into the shape of the mustard pots 
used by the Egyptians.' There, I have it, 
with all the proper remarks ' Kant,' would 
be good, only it is bad — 'the enquiry,' is 
highly interesting, only it can't be pursued 
&c. — See the thepry of the matter?" 

" Don't take very long to do that," said 
Vaughan. 

"Then, under the head of M." continued 
Keeley, " That's for music, you know. I have 
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a list of the chief composers, and the right 
things to say about them. One is classical 
(be hanged if I know what that means I) the 
other repeats himself, &c. Oh I'm up to a 
ihing or two 1" 

"So it seems/' said Vaughan contemp- 
tuously, — "You're a clever dog, and no 
mistake I" 

" I believe you," answered Keeley flattered, 
" Of course you know I always take care to 
be disappointed in a new Opera. It is the 
safe side of the hedge anyhow. Only com- 
mon people are pleased ; it is decidedly vulgar. 
When Bosio sings, I discover she doesn't sur- 
pass herself — ^as to Jenny Lind, it is my 
opinion that she was over-rated. Give you 
one bit of advice I say, you fellows." 

" Well, what is it?" said one of the "fel- 
lows." 

" Never praise anything — ^it is the secret of 
success — Fellow shews me a horse — ^fine 
animal, fine actions, thorough bred — I scrape 
my chin, and say nothing. — ' Well, Keeley/ 
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he says, all the more anxious in consequence, 
' What d'ye think of him ?' ' Well enough/ 
I reply — 'but you should have seen Lord 
Drowford's ' Bay/ ' What I' he says, * a finer 
animal, eh?' — 'Finer I' say I, and whistle. 
Now there's a great deal in a whistle, it ex- 
presses anything — Everything or nothing — 
Fellow becomes down in the mouth, and goes 
away thinking, what a good judge that 
Keeley must be of horses, he is so difficult to 
please.— Twig?" 

" The deuce I" began Vaughan, who was 
fast growing indignant. 

"Don't swear man, it's a bad habit. * Now 
listen while I shew you the trick — According 
to the price you set upon yourself, so you'll 
sell. — I price myself at a pretty high figure— 
and I'll be shot if I don't generally find 
myself going at my own value." 

" Then you must be an expensive article," 
interposed Mr. Smythe (one of the gentlemen 
present) — " absolutely priceless." 

" That's about the ticket I— I go to a party 
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— ^friend gays to me — * Let me introduce you 
to Miss Jones — she is such a jolly little brick. ' 
' Trot her up/ say I, ' let us see her action/ 
When she comes in sight I give her a look 
and decline. She has got large hands, and I 
make it a rule, never to dance with large 
hands." 

** Complimentary I'' said Greville. 

'* Another likely little craft is pointed out to 
me (friend is a nautical man) I object to 
dwarfs. He shows me a third, and I hint at 
cameleopards. So I walk about the room, and 
don't dance, and in consequence am rising 
cent, per cent, in the young ladies' estimation. 
*Mr. Keeley is so particular.' Before the 
evening is out T have my pick of the girls, 
and dance with them all, dwarf and came- 
leopard included — the mammas are flattered, 
and I am flattered, all because I'm so par- 
ticular. That's my little capital in life. It 
is worth to me about ^500 a year — and hang 
me if Jack Keeley isn't really the easiest 
going dog in the whole world." 
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"Confound itl" exclaimed Vaughan, no 
longer able to restrain his indignation, " Can't 
for the life of me understand such rot." 

" Hullo I here's a row/' said Smythe, jump- 
ing up and rubbing his hands, " Go it, Dacres, 
go it, Keeley — two to one upon the little one." 

" Don't be a fool," said Vaughan, laughing 
spite of himself, and half ashamed of his 
vehemence. — " I say, Greville, will you come 
or not to the pictures ?" 

" Yes, at three I shall be ready." 

" All right," and Vaughan took his broad 
shoulders out of the room. — ^A few quizzes 
followed about — "Mentor and his young 
Teleijiechus," from Keeley, not very loudly 
uttered though, Vaughan's physical and moral 
weight made itself felt in the office of her 
Majesty's " Tapes and Taxes;" and none cared 
to provoke over-much " the Great Bear," as 
he was privately called amongst its junior 
members. 

" What a heavenly day !" said Greville, as 
he and Vaughan left the office, ** isn't it?" 
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" Can't say, upon my honour, having no 
experience in that article — ^Look out, or you'll 
be knocked down." 

" What a waste it is in London," continued 
Greville mooning on, as he always did, with- 
out much regard to his friend's answers, *' all 
this sunshine, all this brightness — think of it 
throbbing at the heart of the country." 

'* Look out man, or you will be throbbing at 
the heart of the pavement — ^therel didn't I 
tell you so ?" (as Greville came in contact with 
a lamp-post.) ^^The chimney pots are aU 
right, I give you my wor^ for it, so don't go 
staring up at them." 

" Goth I" said Greville incensed, " I was 
contemplating the high empyrean." 

"Pooh!" 

" Dacres, you have no soul I No predilection 
for all that is ennobling in nature and life." 

" I have a great predilection for not being ^ 
run over, however. — Ah, did you see that?" 

" What ?" said Greville, turning quickly, 
in time to perceive a lady in a carriage passing 
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at the moment, bestow a gracious bow on 
Vaugban. — " Come on/' said tbe latter rather 
roughly, as Greville lingered looking back 
after the carriage, "it is no such unprecedented 
sight, is it ? Ladies and carriages are common 
as black-berries." 

They walked on ; presently Vaughan said, 
putting his hands in his pockets — " Was she 
alone — did you see ?" 

"She! whor 

" Miss Boyd. She generally has a train of 
admirerB with her, I believe." 

" There was an old lady in the carriage and 
a gentleman too I think." 

" Oh I" replied Vaughan, then astonished 
his friend by exclaiming with great vehemence, 
" If we are to crawl in this way, we shan't be 
at that confounded Exhibition before to- 
morrow morning." 

The Royal Academy was only just opened, 
80 of course all London had gone to see it. 
" What an awful cram I" said Greville, when 
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they readied the place. " Hadn't we better 
wait for some other time ?" 

" What ! after having taken the trouble to 
come ? Not if I know it." 

How crowded those rooms were, when 
thej at last got in ; thronged with people, and 
tapestried with paintings. The brightness of 
the bonnets and the paintings, equally con- 
ftising the eye. 

"Hullo I I say," and some one tapped 
Vaughan on the shoulder — He turned and 
there was Bichard Boyd, with a knowing 
little cane in hand. 

" Why, Richard, here by yourself," and he 
looked round, " Where are — ahem,the rest of 
your party ?" 

" Left the ladies shopping, so I strolled in 
here, because it's the thing to do, you know," 
and he gave a cunning little wink. 

" Then you can be our Cicerone, and tell 
us which are the best pictures," answered 
Vaughan with a smile. 
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"Well/' said Eick rather posed, but like 
a good general, not having the least intention 
of owning it, — " Don't think there is anything 
very good, this year. Besides, I've only just 
come, and I've been looking at the girls all 
the time you see. — I say," he added in a 
whisper, — " Who's the chap with you?" 

Vaughan introduced the "chap" as " my 
friend, Mr. Greville," whilst Rick fingered 
his ^ stick-ups' to give himself confidence in 
the presence of six feet one. 

" Don't mind if I take a turn with you," he 
continued, "and then I can shew you the 
lions." 

And Vaughan, excessively amused at young 
England's airs, replied, "Do, we shall value 
your opinion." 

They squeezed on through the rooms as 
they best could, seeing more of the spectators' 
backs than of any other work of art, — till 
Rick suddenly catching an opening amongst 
crinoline, dived in, in fi-ont of a very fiercely 
bright picture, so bright that one fancied the 
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painter had set fire to it by mistake, and liad 
not been able to pat it out. 

^^ Here's a stunner I^' said Bick, on whom 
the yellow ochre took immediate effect, pro- 
ducing spontaneous internal combustion. 

^^ Isn't this a fine picture, eh, Greville?" 
appealed Vaughan, whose taste for the fine 
Arts (to use a well-known and classical simile,) 
about rivalled a cow's knowledge of musketry. 

" My good fellow — it is just a daub, that is 
alL Now ifyou do want to see a really beautiful 
paintiag, Dacres," said Greville, after looking 
round for a few moments, " There is one out 
there — ^perfect" 

** Let me see — ^What, this woman, washing 
her brat, or is she cutting its corns ? — What 
a poetical subject, — quite dBsthetic — ^Am I 
right in the word ?" 

" These leaves on that wall," pursued Gre- 
ville, unheeding the irreverent remark — 
"Nature herself couldn't take more pains 
about them." 

" She would not take half so much, catch 
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her I They smell of the brush too strong, 
Oan't for the life of me see the merit of copy- 
ing a brick wall, with green things rmming 
up it, so minutely. Just as well copy a top- 
boot, and after all, if you must have the top- 
boot ; better have the original at once. No 
paint can come up to Day and Martin's 
blacking." 

Greville looked at him compassionately, 
and was heard to murmur the name of Zeusis 
and Apelles. 

" Oh I know ! He was a worthy who took 
in a deluded bird with his painted fruit. Al- 
ways thought that bird was an owl, whence 
our sajring, * stupid as an owl.' " 

" You know nothing about it. I repeat 
that picture and the onq next it, are perfec- 
tion.'' 

" The one next it ? What that young lady 
sprawling ftill length, in a very bright dress, 
in a very green meadow, with very yellow 
butter-oups. Grass looks uncommonly damp." 

" It is beautiful I Every butter-cup entu-e 
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as if seen througli a microscope, every 
blade of grass, so that yon miglit count them 
if you like/' 

" Heaven forbid !" ejaculated Vaughan. 

" Young woman is taken poorly, I suppose?" 
said Bick, who came up at the same moment. 

Greville glared at the intruder and Vaughan 
interposed good humouredly, " We've put 
our foot in it. Rick ; that I am informed is a 
fine picture/' 

" My eye 1" came easiest to the school-boy 
as a term admitting of great latitude of in- 
terpretation. 

" Joking apart, there is a good picture out 
there. Lend me your catalogue a moment, 
315. ' A merrye revel,' that is fine 1" ex- 
claimed Vaughan. 

^'Poohl" said Greville in his turn, "A 
group of putty." 

" Well, I think it is very pretty. The young 
ladies look uncommonly neat." 

**My dear Dacres! All the faces are 
exactly alike. The only difference is, that 
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one is dark and the other fair ; the hair of 
the one turned up, and that of the other turned 
. down, all alternately." 

" Come on, Rick," said Vaughan, laughing 
" we are in the wrong box again it seems." 

" Hold hard," exclaimed Rick, before they 
had gone many steps, "Here's a swell 
thing." 

It was a large picture, slightly vague in its 
character, called "The Rebellion of the 
Barons," which occurrence was expressed by 
four men, dressed in new velvet mantles, with 
very fierce moustachios, holding up four very 
bright swords. The great point of the picture 
lay in the velvet mantles, that made the men 
look very smart, and the swords, which made 
them look very warlike. Deprive them of 
those two accessories, and they would have 
done just as well for a portrait of four peers 
of the present day, discussing the throwing- 
out of the paper bill. Vaughan Dacres 
certainly had not much taste for paintings. 
He " did the thing," because it must be done. 

VOL. I. F 
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England expects every man to do his duty, 
and society expects every man to go to the 
Koyal Academy at least once in the season. 
When the three rooms were rushed through, 
Vaughan had a proud consciousness of having 
done his duty, and in the triumph of rectitude 
found his way back to GrevUle, who had 
only advanced three steps since his friend had 
left him. 

" I shall strike work. You mean to moon 
about here for the next two hours I take it ?" 
" Don't wait for me." 

" Hadn't the least idea of doing so. Might 
as well wait for doomsday. — Goodbye, I'm 
off." 

*' Man is as mad as a march-liare," he solilo- 
quized as he departed, " wonder what he sees 
in pictures to absorb him like that ; but then 
I'm no painter, thank Heaven, or I should be 
at this moment, my eyes, in a fine phrenzy 
rolling— (Anglice— mad.)" "Well, Rick, are 
you homeward bound, or will you come my 
way ?" 
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"Can't, there are some fellows to dinner 
to-night — ^look odd if Fm absent you know/' 
and Eichard stroked the chin, where nought 
was as yet, and stood his five feet nothing, 
in his boots, with becoming pride. 

"Goodbye then," and Vaughan strode 
away up Begent Street. His tread, even 
amongst the thousand passing and re- 
passing footsteps, rung with its own ring 
amongst them all. It is a thought for con- 
sideration, amidst countless tracks, how each 
one is distinct and divisible from the rest. 
The blood-hound can hunt it out with un- 
erring precision. How much more then does 
each line of life lay distinct and separate in 
the eyes of Omnipotence. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



SWALLOWING THE BAIT. 

Lettie was deep in pudding craft, when 
Vauglian reached home, some dainty little 
omelette she was preparing for his dinner. 
The mysteries were going on in the Kttle room 
they called " the study," why, is unknown, 
unless for the same reason that the Serpentine 
in Hyde Park is so named because it is per- 
fectly straight." 

" What's in the wind ?" said Vaughan, put- 
ting his head into the room. 

** Run away, do, there's a good boy. Dear 
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me ! that is the visitor's bell. I declare it is 
the Boyd's carriage, stopping at the gate." 

"Ye Powers I and all this confounded 
kitchen tackle about — there, scrimmage them 
up can't you ?" 

"No— Adelaide is coming in." 

"By Jovel" and Vaughan darted up the 
stairs, and went wild amongst his hair-brushes 
as he tried to reduce his ruffled plumage into 
something like order. Then with a frantic 
plunge, he got himself into another coat, free 
from dust, and down stairs he walked, hands 
in pocket, whistling carelessly, and of course 
when he opened the study door he gave a 
little start of astonishment, and was uncom- 
monly surprized to see Miss Boyd. 

" How do you do ? — ^this is an uncomfortable 
place to receive you in. — ^My sister," he said 
with a rather dark look at Lettie, " should 
not have had you shewn in here." 

" Indeed I have been trying to persuade her 
to go into the drawing room," said Lettie, at 
the same time that she untied her little white , 



102 TAMING A SHREW. 

apron, "if you will shew her the way, Vaughan^ 
I will come to you in one moment, when I 
have put these things on one side." 

" Decidedly not, ma chhre^ I mean to take a 
lesson in pies and puddings, that so, when all 
trades fail, I may advertise myself as * good, 
plain cook ;' now go on, Lettie." She seated 
herself on the edge of the table, and began 
poking the point of her dainty parasol into 
the flour. 

"Miss Boyd, you are utterly regardless of 
expense," said Vaughan, "your fandangles 
won't be improved by their connection with 
flour and eggs." 

"My fandangles,— Oh the benighted igno- 
rance of man I you are behind the fashion 
by just a couple of centuries." 

" I am willing to be instructed. That part 
of my education having been lamentably 
neglected." 

" And you have a sister who ought to have 
taught you better." 
"I suppose she has brought me up very 
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badly, for she never enlightened me on these 
matters." 

"Then, for pity's sake, I will tell you. 
Bepeat the catechism after me. This is silk, 
and these are flounces ; these sleeves are 
lace, and these are kid gloves." 

" Thank you," said Vaughan, laughing, " I 
am up to the last mentioned article." 

" Come, I've hopes of you^ after all I You'll 
improve in time. Now, Lettie, I mustn't 
forget the business I came about. Lucy's 
hang-day is settled at last." 

" Lucy's what?" said Lettie, horrified. 

Adelaide went into a great fit of laughter, 
^^Tour hair stands up like quills upon the 
fretftd porcupine. I've always to translate 
when I talk to you. — ^Hang-day — ^i.e., the 
being led to the hymeneal altar, as the lovely 
and accomplished bride, by the handsome 
and gallant bridegroom — Now, do you under- 
stand?" 

'* You mean Lucy's wedding/' 

% 
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" Probably I do — as I came to ask you to 
be present at it — ^will you come 7' 

"Kit is in no prominent capacity?" 

" Well, I had a wild idea of making you 
one of the bridesmaids ; but your turn of mind 
no doubt objects to any thing so mundane." 

" To anything so unsuitable, yes ; think of 
me, all tulle and tarlatan I A pretty figure I 
should look 1" 

"Come as you like; in mob-cap and 
pattens if you will, I would ask your brother, 
only he looks so grave, that I am irresistibly 
reminded of a neat walking funeral for one," 

" I will come, if you ask me, Miss Boyd." 

" The obstinacy of man I— no symptoms 
of relaxation in the face. A true copy of the 
■Egyptian sphinx." 

" Vaaghan is rather obstinate," said Lettie, 
laughing, "the way to conquer him, is to let 
Hm have his own way, he'U soon come 
round," 

" What a frightful domestic picture I Well, 
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then you'll both come — ^Lettie, is this your 
garden?" continued Adelaide, getting up, 
and going to the window. " It has thi^ con- 
venience at least, that if there is more rain 
than you wish you can keep it dry, by 
spreading a pocket-handkerchief over it — " 

"We keep a stock on hand for the pur- 
pose," replied Vaughan. 

" The system seems to answer. I see one 
jonquil, two hyacinths, six buttercups, and 
seven daisies." 

" Do go and look at them, Adelaide, while 
I finish my omelette. Vaughan will do the 
honours." 

" Well, as it is such a dangerous expedition, 
and Mr. Dacres presses me so very much, I 
think I will." 

They went out, and Lettie returned to her 
cooking. The pudding was finished, but 
Vaughan and Adelaide still lingered in the 
garden. Lettie looked out after them. There 
was Adelaide, talking in her easy lamez alter 
style, the afternoon sun coming down in such 
F 6 
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long slants of light upon the brilliant face, 
with its setting of profuse hair, and the small 
daintjr bonnet poised on the top 6f the head, 
her shawl falling in such folds, as poor Lettie 
never could hope to imitate, and her well- 
gloved hand, and well-booted foot, restlessly 
moving to and fi'o. Vaughan was beside 
her; his massive form, and grand head, 
without other beauty, either of feature, or ex- 
pression, stood out against the leafy screen, 
which made a kind of back-ground to it, 
while the window, through which Lettie 
looked, framed the two figures into one 
picture. That picture photographed itself 
on her mind, and she will carry the memory 
of those two figures, as they stand together 
on that sunny afternoon, down with her to the 
grave. 

She went out to join them, and Adelaide 
suddenly remembered how late it was. 
** There has been the carriage waiting for 
this half-hour I I promised to call for my 
respected parent, at the Carlton, at five o'clock. 
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and it is six now. I must go and be penitent, 
or there will be a breeze !" 

She departed, then came dinner. After 
Ihat, Vaughan and his sister went out, as they 
generally did, into the garden. He usually 
read aloud to her then, and that was her 

bright hour in the day, when seated under the 

« 

poplar tree — ^he read, and she worked. It 
wasn't that she cared much about the reading 
itself, or indeed quite understood it, perhaps. 
She thought her own thoughts all the while, 
still she felt her brother so entirely her own 
then, that she proved the riches of her lot, 
and thought herself blessed indeed. But this 
evening he did not seem very disposed to 
hterature. He took up the "Quarterly 
Eeview," and read a few pages, but between 
the leaves, floated in a bright presence, and a 
fisuje, with wavy hair, and dark eyes, looked 
at him through them. 

" Vaughan," said Lettie, touching his arm, 
"you are not reading.'' 
. "Oh, I forgot— '" 
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" * A sketch of the history of the principle 
galleries of Europe may not be uninteresting. 
That of the Ufl&zi, at Florence, represents 
probably the earliest existing collection of pic- 
tures, and taken with that of the Pitti Palace^ 
forms the richest possessed by any state. 
There is a beautiful Madonna — ' 

" Psha, I can't read to day. I wonder 
what is the matter with me, I feel so 
idler' 

Ah I Vaughan Dacres, your heart is wor- 
shipping at another's shrine, and it is no 
Modonna, with calm brow, and heavenly eyes^ 
that fills your mind just now I 

He threw himself down on the grass, and 
pillowed his head on his strong arms, while 
the poplar-leaves made a chequer of light and 
shade across his face. 

^^ Lettie, how comes it that Adelaide has 
never married ?" 

Adeliude, Adelaide, always Adelaide! 
Lettie's heart had told her it would be some- 
thing about Adelaide he would asL 
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" Indeed, Vaughan, I don't know ; perhaps 
she is capricious." 

" Oh, you women 1 Can't you find a kinder 
thing to say of each other than that ? May it 
not be, she is particular?" 

Whatl was Vaughan going to be unjust to 
her ; and all for Adelaide? Alas I Lettie, 
that heart you had been so sure of a few 
moments ago as being all your own, has al- 
ready escaped from under your hand ; from 
henceforth, another's little finger is dearer to 
him than your whole self. 

" Indeed, Vaughan I You know me well 
enough to be sure I would not say an unkind 
thing of any one. But oh, Vaughan, — " 

"Whatr 

^^ Adelaide is bright and dazzling ; but like 
the flame of a candle she is apt to bum the 
wings of those who go too near." 

" She is a bright presence, truly, and if she 
had a master-hand over her, would be a grand 
woman, eh, Lettie ? 
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* A ereaftme not too bright and good 
For hnmm nature's dailj food.* 

Why I I declare Tve been spouting poetry, 
never was guilty of the act before. Where 
does it come from?" 

" I don't know," said Lettie quietly. 

y aughan lighted a cigar, and thrust it into 
his mouth, and then throwing back his head 
again, elapsed his hands under it, and thought. 
What did he think ? Perhaps he did not know 
himself. He had only some vague idea that 
it was a very fine sunset that evening, that 
the calm after it was such a calm as he had 
never felt before, and when the moon rose by 
and bye, and looked through the old poplar- 
leaves, he absolutely began to feel, what he 
would have called " queer/' Before he knew 
what he was doing he thundered out aloud — 

^Oh, moon, that walk'st the rilent night,'— 

What's the rhyme for night, I wonder? 
Why, bright, of course. 
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•Ohvmoon that walk'st the—' 

What night? Hang it! I had it a 
moment ago. 



* Oh moon that walk'st the silent night 
Looking very, very, viry^ bright,* — 



Hallo t What a fool I'm making of my- 
self;*' and he looked round, considerably re- 
lieved to see that Lettie wasn't there. 
" Come, get up, for the Philistines be upon 
thee, Samson ; and what is much more to the 
purpose than apostrophizing the moon, I am 
liable to get the lumbago, by lying on the 
damp grass." 

And where was Lettie ? When she saw 
that her brother, walking through the garden 
of the Hesperides, z.e., the realms pi fancy, 
had forgotten her existence, she stole quietly 
away to her own room. There kneeling, 
beside the open window, into which shone the 
same moon that was gliding through his 
dreams, she said a prayer in her heart. Tmce 
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before in lier calm aneTentfiil life, had Lettie 
felt the desolate feeling that now came npon 
lier« Once in the hr off past, wbesa she stood 
hj the death bed that was her moth^s, and 
sent her heart, in one angnish ay, after the 
departing spirit, to find no answer in the 
aching nlence that followed. Once again, in 
the budding time of youth, when she told 
herself to foce her own future, and sedng 
therein, a plain, unloved girl, accepted tibelot 
that looked like sorrow, and i^und it, instead, 
contentment and joy. And once more now — 
now that she saw her brothor^s h^art escap- 
ing from under her hand, and entering a pro- 
mised land, that she only would gaze at firom 
a distance, and the hdght of a remote I^uagah^ 
she bid herself again arise and be strong — 
and like Abraham of old, be willing to offer 
up the darling of her life, upon that place 
which the Lord her God should teU her o£ 
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CHAPTER VII. 



WEDDING FAVOURS. 

Lucy Boyd's wedding was to take place 
about the end of May. During the three 
weeks before, it was wonderful how good 
Vaughan grew at fetching and carrying. %e 
was constantly asking Lettie if she had any 
message for the Boyds. How kind it was of 
him, she thought, to save her the trouble of 
so much note- writing. Once, however, when 
she tried to make him useful in the same 
method to some other friends of hers, he 
flatly refiised, declaring it was quite out of his 
way. She demonstrated to him that St. 
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James's Place was much more en route to 
Westminster, from St. John's Wood, than 
Eaton Square, but he didn't seem to see it. 

" Oh, my dear Yaughan, what a day ?" 
This was Lettie's exclamation on the morning 
of Lucy's wedding day, as Bhe watched the 
rain coming down in a hopeless, helpless sort 
of manner. 

" A second rehearsal of the flood," said 
Vaughan. " No rest for the sole of one's foot 
in such weather. I completely enter into the 
feelings of Noah's dove to-day. Shall I order 
a boat?" 

'' Not quite." 

" You must be punctual, nund — eleven 
o'clock sharp at St. Patrick's. Better go and 
fig up!" 

Lettie went and " figged up 1" It took her 
some time to get into her new silk dress. 
It was Vaughan's choice : a pale sea green, 
which she, in her ignorance of its being con- 
sidered a very unlucky colour at weddings ; 
and he, in his ignorance, that nothing but a 
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most lovely complexion could stand anything 
so trying — thought would be very suitable. 

It had been made by Adelaide's dressmaker, 
and Lettie had had visions of looking very 
nice in it, 

" Half-past ten/' said Vaughan's warning 
voice at her door. ** What a time women are 
tickling up themselves to be sure. May I 
come in? Hollo T 

There stood Lettie with face of purple hue, 
trying in vain to get the offending dress to 
'' come to'' (which mysterious word, we believe, 
when translated, means fastened). The house- 
maid was standing by, attempting a few 
mollifying remarks : 

" Pre-sent-ly, Miss— in a moment — ^take it 
easy 1" 

" Oh, Vaughan ; this horrid dress I" 

" Can I tackle the article," said he, laugh- 
ing, — " Pulley hoy ; done at last, dead as a 
ducat — ^but, I say, are you preparing for the 
6th of Nbvember ? — ^a Guy Fawkes, and no 
mistake 1" ^ 
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" I had it made by Adelaide's dressmaker 
in the feshion, to please you." 

" Was it, by Jingo ? My dear Letlie, ex- 
cuse my laughing, but you look as if you 
had got the plague— 'pon my honour, you do.'' 

Very comforting to Lettie. 

"No end of flounces and fiirbelows — ^the 
woman who made it must have been an ass — 
isn't the style at all." 

But Lettie, who knew it was "the style," 
had a suspicion the wearer was at feult, not 
the dress. 

" Can't be helped now," she said, contem- 
plating herself in the glass. The fashionable 
cut of the garment, rather overdone than 
otherwise, making her figure and face look 
doubly insignificant. "But if ever I have 
such a dress again — 1" 

Vaughan felt dismayed also. It was not 
pleasant having to introduce such an uncouth 
object as " my sister" — so he tried another im- 
provement — " Put your head into a bag, can't 
you ?" 
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" Put my head into a bag ?" quoth Lettie, 
bewildered. 

" Like Henrietta Boyd does — ^what do you 
call the things?" 

" Oh 1 nets." 

'* Well, it's aU the same." 

" No I Fm too old — ^it wouldn't look nice, 
Vaughan dear; you mustn't try any new 
lights upon me ; it does'nt answer. See what 
a figure I look in this dress. No use attempt- 
ing to make me look fashionable." 

" Well," said Vaughan, in a resigned tone, 
" I suppose it's no go. Now, for the orna- 
ment of the back of the ' ea4 be'ind,' as the 
woman called it" — seizing hold of the bonnet, 
" oh, my eyes, and the lovely Elizabeth 
Martin I What a knock-me-downer?" 

" Don't," said Lettie, imploringly. 

" I'm admiring it ; a whole horticultural 
show transferred bodily — or have you bor- 
rowed the epergne ?" 

" I thought you liked flowers." 

" Love amongst the roses, I declare I It is 
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a regular sarcopliagiig. You are so buried in 
it, that m be blessed if I caa see the body 
atalL" 

Vaughan laughed, and Lettie tried not to 
mind, but it was a trial to human nature. 

They jolted off in Stubbs' best jarvey, that 
hadbeenonce, some time back in its life, second 
cousin twice removed to a private carriage. 

They arrived at the church, the weather 
having now cleared up a little. Vaughan 
was to leave his sister there, and then go on 
to Mr. Boyd's house, as groomsman, to take 
a young lady under his wing. 

So Lettie went in alone. Then he suddenly 
remembered she had got his extra pair of 
white kids in her pocket. K the pair he had 
on, split now, how uncommonly awkward! 
and gloves always do split when they are 
particularly wished not! He followed her 
into the church to get them, and was not re- 
assured by hearing the crowd, whisper : 

" That's he, him's the bridegroom, lor I don't 
hioi look silly neither." 
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Which mistake must be set down to his 
looking uncomfortable, and out of place, as 
all bridegrooms do. 

There were several knots of people stand- 
ing in the chancel, all in their best, and 
looking their worst. Weddings generally 
have a very shrunk appearance about them. 
The people all herd together at one end of the 
church, like a determination of blood to the 
head, leaving the extremities cold and shiver- 
ing. The pews yawn empty and void — ^the 
bridesmaids look like opera dancers, out of 
place — ^the bridegroom as if he was going to 
be hanged, and the bride as if that process 
had already taken place, and she was purple 
in the face in consequence. 

A weary quarter of an hour — then a wel- 
come little stir at the door. Enter the eight 
bridesmaids, all dressed in white silk and 
veils. Veils were just on the edge of coming 
into fashion for bridesmaids then, and were 
still considered rather ' outrt^ — so the next 
quarter of an hour was agreeably disposed of 
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by the ladies present in criticizing the matter, 
and many litde remarks were passed^ of whicli 
the principal words heard were ^ so odd I ' How 
seldom one does see a really pretty group 
of bridesmaids. These eight were not above 
the average, blue and yellow complexions 
being in the ascendant ; but then even Venus 
herself might look plain, were she doomed to 
wear a large white wreath, against a skin that 
was not white (Venus, be it remembered, was 
of Cyprian origin) in the broad light of day. 
Adelaide looked handsome, as she always did, 
with her magnificent figure, and fine turn of 
head, — still her style of beauty was Eastern, 
and required the soft warm lustres of night to 
kiudle it into something like tropic brilliancy. 
Another stir at the church door. " Here 
she is," passed as a telegraph signal along 
the ranks. The bride entered, leaning on 
her father's arm ; she looking very fiightened, 
he very flurried. A rustie of dresses, every 
one closed in to the chancel. A little mum- 
bling and muttering, and tiie solemn rite was 
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over. Two people were bound together for 
life, to find it either a golden link or an iron 
chain, as time should shew. 

Then came the herding into the vestry, and 
the herding out again. Everybody got into 
everybody's else's carriage, and was shot out 
pell-mell at Mr. Boyd's door; where they 
righted themselves, and smoothed out their 
ruffled plumage. 

In the drawing-room, the same concentra- 
tion took place round the bride that had be- 
fore ensued at the chancel. Every one seemed 
to discover all at once how very fond they 
were of her, and kissing, like scarlet fever, 
ran, an epidemic, through the ranks. 

In the meanwhile, the bridegroom mooned 
about the room, with a hang-dog look on his 
face, as if he belonged to nobody, while no- 
body took any notice of him, he being merely 
an appendage of the bride's. The bachelor 
uncle. Admiral Charles Boyd, cracked jokes 
with the young ladies, and the outsiders 

VOL. I. G 
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talked scandal, and pioked one another to 
pieces. 

" Didn't think Lucy would have been the 
first to go off/' said one of these ladies in a 
low tone to another who sat next her. *' Won- 
der how her elder sister likes it?" 

"For the matter of that," returned the 
other, " it is Adelaide's own feult if she isn't 
married. She has refiised heaps of offers." 

*' Dear me I" answered her companion, who 
being a mother saddled with four grown-up 
daughters, to whom Fate had never given such 
an opportunity, went rabid at the thought 
" For my part, don't think it looks well for 
to have too many offers." 

" Well, you see," said the lady, a little ma- 
liciously, " when a girl is good-looking gen- 
tlemen will find it out." 

'' Particularly if they are helped to do so. 
I don't wish to be uncharitable, but I never 
allow my girls to do as I see others do. 
Throwing themselves at the head of gentle- 
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men absolutely! And what is it for? To 
obtain an establishment — as if that were 
everything indeed I As I say, my dear Mrs. 
Teviot, when one has had all the trouble of 
bringing up one's daughters, one doesn't want 
to part with them, does one ?" and at the same 
instant the tender mother cast a wrathfiil look 
upon her dear eldest, who was sitting beside 
Frederick Lynwood, unmindfiil of opportuni- 
ties. 

" There is truth in what you say, Mrs. Ac- 
kers," answered Mrs. Teviot, a cheery, happy 
looking matron, whose two daughters had 
long since been mothers themselves. " Still 
it is natural to like to see one's children mar- 
ried, all mothers do." 

" May be — ^but I'm not one of them. Se- 
lina, my dear," raising her voice a little to 
the young lady who sat opposite — 

'* Yes, mamma." 

"Come here, my love, I want to speak to 
you." 

G 2 
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Selina obeyed, and a whisper made her ac- 
qaaiuted with her parent's wishes. 

^^ What do joa sit there like a great goose 
for? Talk, can't yon ! make yonrself agreeable 
to that y onng Boyd, and goodness gracious, 
child, bite yonr lips, they are as bine as indi- 
go. My dear Admiral," this was ssdd ont 
loud, with a dexterous change of countenance, 
as Mrs. Ackers saw the Admiral close at 
hand, ^^ I was just saying to Selina how 
pretty dear Lucy looks." 

^^ A 1, and no mistake," was his character- 
istic answer. 

In the meantime, Vaughan drew himself 
up, as if on parade, beside his bridesmaid, and 
devoutly wished for the break&st. He had 
already long since exhausted his conversalional 
stock-in-trade, but she, being a lively young 
lady, like a small tender to a man-of-war, 
dragged him pitilessly on after her through 
the waters of small talk till he grew utterly 
bewildered. 

I hope you are in light marching order," 
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said Adelaide's voice, suddenly at his ear. 
*' Miss Mickles is uncommonly good at her 
fences, I can tell yon" 

"Oh, Miss Boyd!'' and Vaughan's face 
shewed his dismay, " here I am already in a 
dead lock/' 

" I thought there was a famine in the land, 
from your looks. Never mind, let her have 
her head, she'll soon come to." 

" Breakfast is ready," said the butler, open- 
ing the door, 

Down went the company, ' in single file 
mostly, for the ladies' dresses were so volu- 
minous that they and their escorts had to part 
company at the top of the stairs. 

" We part to meet again," said Mr. Stan- 
hope Vane, who was in attendance, with great 
presence of mind, at the same time giving 
Adelaide a very winning look ; and Vaughan 
felt inclined to double him up on the spot. 
. "Isn't it an exquisite cake?" said Miss 
Mickles to the latter, as he cast anchor beside 
her again at the table. 



/ 
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*'I don't know, I'm sure: haven't had 
much experience in the article. (Confound 
that fellow I what business has he to touch 
her gloves — ^hate him — an ass !) I beg your 
pardon, Miss Mickles, what were you say- 
ingr 

" Oh, I was remarking how well that young 
lady opposite looks. Bridesmaids' dresses 
are always graceful, don't you think so ?" 

But Vaughan didn't bite. He had not the 
least idea that he was expected to say any- 
thing pretty. 

** Can't say, really. I suppose if people are 
good looking, they would look well in a sack, 
if not, why it's all labour lost." 

^^ A sack!" said Miss Mickles, ghatiTig her 
curls to look arch. " Now, how can you 
judge? Did you ever see anyone in one, 
eh?" 

" I've seen a pig in a poke ; and I'm not 
sure I m not one this very moment," thought 
Vaughan; but he only said :— 

" Can't say I have." 
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"Then you shouldn't say anything so 
dreadfor' (with another shake of the Mickles's 
ringlets). 

^' Did I say anything so very bad ? Fm sure 
I beg your pardon. (Hang the fellow ! why 
don't lie shut up, — got no end of jaw.) Yes, 
I quite agree with you/' 

"Oh, Mr.Dacres!" 

"Well," said Vaughan, in a vexed tone, 
^ wliat have I done now ?" 

" Why, when I remarked, no doubt you 
were thinking how unbecoming veils were, 
you answered, ' Yes,' you quite agreed with 
me. Civil!" 

" (Put my foot in it now, and no mistake.) 
I assure you I meant nothing of the kind. I 
wasn't thinking — ahem — I mean, in fact, Miss 
Mickles, I've got a cold, and am rather deaf 
to day. (And that's a lie 1)" 

"Ladies and gentlemen," began Mr. Boyd 
from the other end of the table, to Vaughan's 
great relief; " We are met together to-day, on 
a sad — ^I mean cheerfiil occasion — ^though if 



^^ 
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a parent's feelings are to be considered, — \ 

and that they are to be considered every one 
that is a parent will allow — (they are to be 
felt, not expressed, those feelings!) — all who 
now hear me, — ^you, fathers and mothers, can i 

bear me out in my testimony that it is no 
trifling thing to give up a tenderly cherished 
daughter, who has been — ahem — the jewel of 
one's hearth, the delight of one's eyes — ^the — 
the gem of one's life. There is pain in the 
parting — ^it rends all one's — ^ahem — emotions, 
it makes one—^ha — old before the time — ^hum 
— ^but there is one comfort in it (and the lady 
with her marriageable unmarried quartett of 
daughters, looked as if she thought * a good 
many'), I consign her to one — ^hem — ^whom I 
have long known, and whom to know, is to — ^to 
esteem. (A small attempt at acknowledg- 
ment on the part of the unlucky bridegroom, 
which was stopped by a vicious little dig in 
his arm from the bride.) His amiability of 
demeanour and his virtues make him appre- 
ciated wherever he is known, while his— his 
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talents fit him to adorn the place — society, I 
mean, of which he is a member. In one word 
— he is worthy of tne treasure he has gained. 
But, mind you, I have one little word to say 
to him I He has won the treasure of my 
house, — ^let him see to it, how he wears it I 
else he and I shall have accounts to square, 
not altogether pleasant.' ' 

This sudden, unlooked-for, warlike turn of 
mind, on the part of the fond parent, finished 
the bridegroom, who, after the toast had been 
given, "Captain and Mrs. Lyn wood," rose, 
the picture of misery, to return thanks on this 
happy occasion. 

" Ladies and gentlemen (dead stop) — ^gen- 
tlemen and ladies,— •! — I am at a loss (dead 
stop) — I cannot — cannot express my feelings, 
(" That's pretty clear," whispered Adelaide to 
the gentleman next her.) — on — on this occa- 
sion, — I think I may say joyful occasion (" I 
think you may," said a voice from the bottom 
of the table, which was squashed immediately) 
— ^nor can I enough (dead stop) thank you 
.05 
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— for — ^for the honour youVe done me (here 
another little dig from the bride admonished 
him) — me and my wife — or, I should say, my 
wife and me. (Pause of three minutes and a 
half, during which the bridegroom underwent 
convulsions,) An affectionate girl forced 
from a happy home— torn from the arms of 
her weeping parent, (" God bless my soul !" 
said the Admiral, taken by surprise), can she 
— can she — (absolute dead lock. This neat 
little image was stranded irremediably, and 
there was nothing to be done but try a 
new tack.) Gentlemen and ladies, or, I 
should say, ladies and gentlemen, I hope we 
may meet on many similar occasions (" Good 
Heavens I" almost shouted the Admiral, and 
fierce dig. No. 3, in the ribs, brought the 
bridegoom to) — ^I should not say similar occa- 
sions, different occasions, I should say, gentle- 
men and ladies, I mean ladies and gentlemen." 
And he subsided suddenly into his chair 
and pocket-handkerchief, leaving behind him 
the excessively lively little impression that 
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he hoped to have the pleasure of attending 
the funerals of at least some of the company 
then present. 

Mr. Dutton, a dapper little bachelor of 
fifty, next rose .to propose the health of the 
bridesmaids, which the bridegroom ought to 
have done, but he was in a too advanced 
state of collapse to make it practicable. 

He employed the usual astronomical imagery 
— ^galaxy of beauty— shining stars, beaming 
eyes, &c. ; then made one swoop from heaven 
to earth, and alighted amongst the roses and 
lilies, who of course were quite out-shone by 
the " fiedr octave" present, as he called the eight 
bridesmaids. "He doubted not," he added, 
"this would be the last occasion of their 
acting in this capacity. He possessed the 
gift of second sight; indeed, it was hereditary 
in his family. What did he see? He saw 
larger wedding-cakes looming in the distance, 
more wedding favours, more wedding cards. 
Before the year was out — ^if there was any 
good taste left in man — ^he foresaw those fair 
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eight, who only wanted one number to rival 
the mystic nine, would be brides themselves, 
each the shining centre of a separate system ; 
and all he could say was, might he be there 
to see it" 

To which the Admiral rather irreverently 
responded " Amen I" 

Then the " best man," Captain Lynwood's 
brother, a damp-haired, weak-voiced indi- 
vidual, had to return thanks for the brides- 
maids. Mr. Dutton had so used up all the fire- 
work imagery, that he had left him nothing 
to say. " But, by Jove I you know, by Jove I 
a fellow feels himself in an uncommonly 
awkward predicament — ("dished" he was 
going to say, but his good angel dispersed the 
word in air) — when he is called on to re- 
turn thanks on behalf of so much beauty and 
grace." (Then a bright idea flashed across 
him). " He could do no better than echo his 
honourable fiieud's sentiments opposite, and 
say, he heard the wedding-bells ring out 
already that his honourable Mend had just 
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mentioned, and uncommon 'pitty' they were 
too." 

"Bravo I ^' said the Admiral; "nothing 
like laying it on thick." 

And Mr. Adolphus Lynwood sat down, 
whispering across to the bridegroom, "I 
flatter myself that was rather neat!" 

The bridegroom, however, had no response 
ready. By this time he was in that dazed 
state that, like sea-sickness, is utterly subver- 
sive of all family affection. 

Colonel Bynks, a heavy, ponderous man, to 
whom a joke was a serious matter, and who 
never saw " anything in it," rose and prosed 
for the next half-hour to propose Mr. Boyd's 
health. 

Rick, who was seated next Lettie, whis- 
pered in her ear, as he began, " I'm going to 
sleep ; wake me when it's over." 

It was over at last ; then the bride rose to 
change her habiliments, and the bridesmaids 
rushed frantically after her, followed by a few 
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outsideiB, who hovered on their outskirts, 
anxious to escape the dullness of the drawing- 
room, without bridesmaids or gentlemen^ as 
the latter still lingered below, to go through 
the whole gauntlet of toasts. 

Mrs. Ljnwood was some time dressing. In 
the meanwhile, tiie distracted bridegroom 
moved aimlessly about the drawing-room, 
like a comet, erratic in its course. Smitten 
with a sudden passion for china ornaments, 
he held on tight to the shepherd and 
shepherdess on the mantle-piece^ and didn't 
let go his hold till the sound of descending 
feet on the stairs warned him that his trials 
were at last over, when he revived. 

The bride entered, looking much prettier 
in her rich light silk, and Paris bonnet, than 
in her bride's dress proper. Then another 
attack of kissing came on; a few of the 
bridesmaids thought it orthodox to cry, 
amongst which was Henrietta, who rehearsed 
Niobe ; a great contrast to Adelaide, whose 
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eyes glittered, and whose cheeks were bright 
with colour, as though parting with a sister 
was rather a good joke than otherwise. 

Down stairs they went, the young couple, 
comet like, drawing in their train half the 
brilliant company. Mr. Boyd put his daughter 
into the carriage, the usual mystic ceremonies 
ensued, (the ancient rite of throwing the shoe, 
honourably mentioned by Thucydides,) and 
they were gone. 

Adelaide returned to the drawing-room, 
and said to Vaughan, who happened to be 
standing in the door-way : 

"What is done can't be undone, a fact 
equally applicable to marrying and hanging, 
eh?" 

He having no answer ready, only looked 
foolish, and said " Yes ; " whereat she laughed, 
and commended him for his candour, whereat 
he was ready to kill himself for his stupidity. 

People now began to drop oflF, There was 
to be a dance in the evening, so they went 
early. 
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Lettie came up to remind her brother it 
was time to go. 

" Are you going ?" said Adelaide, as they 
wished her good-bye for the present *' Yon 
have got a piece of Ae wedding-cake in your 
pocket, I presume, Mr. Dacres?" 

" No, I have not. Miss Boyd." 

" Then you ought to have. Don't you know 
an incantation should be performed over it, 
and if you have faith, you will dream thLs 
very night of your future wife. But perhaps 
you don't like to tempt Providence, and think 
it is of no use to forecast evUs." 

Vaughan's presence of mind again deserted 
him, and he said nought. 

" Are people in such luck," enquired Stan- 
hope Vane, who was standing near, " by taking 
home wedding cake?" 

" Certainly," g^nswered Adelaide. " By 
putting it under your pillow, you infallibly 
and invariably become possessed of the gift 
of second sight." 

" Oh, for a piece, then ! And may my 
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wish be father to my thought," he said, with 
a glance, that coloured her cheek. 

Vaughan moved away, muttering between 
his teeth, " Impertinent coxcomb I I hate 
him I-^An ass ! " 

Every one was gone at last. Every one 
having said, " what a pretty wedding it was ;" 
every one having thought, " what intolerably 
dull affaiis weddings always were." Each had 
said " how well the bride looked," and had 
thought she did no such thing. Some criti- 
cised the bridesmaids' costume as odd, and 
outri^ having, of course, before said to the 
Tvearers themselves, that it was quite charm- 
ing ; others were scandalised* at the lightness 
of the bride's behaviour, and most remarked 
how unfeeling Miss Boyd seemed, " not one 
tear at parting with her sister — rather in high 
spirits at it than otherwise ;" whilst the un- 
feeling young lady herself, in the mean time, 
was having a good cry all alone in her bed- 
room. 
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The cHef part of the way home in the fly, 
Vaughan was humming odds and ends of tunes, 
drumming with his fingers against the window 
pane. 

"Adelaide looked very handsome, didn't 
she, Vaughan?" said Lettie, who didn't think 
her brother's admiration for her friend at all 
up to the right pitch yet. 

" Humph I Oh, well enough." 

" Vaughan, how can you say so, when she 
was absolutely lovely ! " 

" Have it so, if you like." 

" No, Vaughan ; but I want you to say so." 

"That white thing she had on her head 
was too large — spoilt her." 

Young ladies, distrust the man who runs 
down a pretty girl to you. Ten to one he is 
secretly in love with her; that is why he 
puts up the blinds before his windows. 
Where is there not the brother who, in his 
inmost soul, thinking a damsel perfection, 
does not take care to find out to his sisters 
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that one of her eyebrows is not quite eyen, 
or that she is spoiled by her nose being the 
hundredth part of an inch too long. 

Lettie was disappointed at Vaughan's 
qualified praise, and began vexing her inno- 
cent soul, to devise some means of making 
him see otherwise. While her brother sat 
beside her, his heart tugging in his breast like 
a wild horse. 

When they reached home, Lettie went up- 
stairs at once to take off her uncomfortable 
finery, and then came down — work-basket in 
hand — ^to go on with her work. 

Vaughan was walking the room, humming 
the refi-ain of Longfellow's poem that he had 
heard Adelaide sing once — 

^* Take care, take care, 

She is fooling thee — ^beware.* 

" Why, Lettie," he said, bringing himself 
up short before her work table, where she 
already sat stitching, looking as quiet and 
composed as though she had never been away, 
*' You are not going at it again !" 
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" Why not ? T may as well make use of 
the time till dinner." 

" You're a queer article. Always thought 
women were excited by weddings and 
christenings." 

" I like them very much for a change/' 
said Lettie, laughing. 

'' It looks like it. Well, I shall take a 
cruise up to Hampstead." 

" Now ? Vaughan, you will be tired. 
Kemember the party this evening. 

" At which I only mean to appear in dumb 
show. I don't dance : catch me I" 

" But you must I don't, because I can't, 
besides, nobody will ask me. But if you 
don't either, it will be so absurd." 

" They'll set us down for both being bom 
without feet. It runs in the family, sir. Like 
that well-known and very respectable family 
in Cornwall, who were always bom with 
tails, and thereby hangs a tale I Good bye, 
I'm oflF. I shall turn up somewhere about six 
o'clock, and don't forget GreviUe dines with 
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US. Mr. Boyd gave me leave to take him 
there to-night." 

Lettie sat at her work, sewing by the open 
window. It was a pleasant day in May, and 
spring melodies stirred themselves in and out 
among the trees. A fulness of scent and 
sound was in the air, peculiar to summer, 
and discernible even in London. To Lettie, 
the poplar, that shook out its silvery music, 
close to the house, was a whole epitome of 
country beauties and country glories. She 
asked for nothing better ; and the hymns that 
trod with soft steps through her soul, strung 
them together on a golden thread. Six 
o'clock, no Vaughan; half-past six, Mr. 
Greville, but still, no Vaughan ; a quarter to 
seven in came Vaughan, looking very hot and 
rather excited. 

" How do, Greville ; I'm sorry I'm so late, 
but I got out of my moorings ; and latitude 
and longitude, were all wrong, so I had to 
tack, till I was no end of mystified. Don't 
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wait for me, Lettie ; I won't be aa instant 
* tickling up.'" 

The dinner was * tickled up/ about as 
quickly, and the three sat down. Vaughan's 
spirits were unusually high, and his sister 
every now and then stole a glance over her 
chicken, to be sure it was not indicative of 
fever. Greville remarked them also, and 
recommended leeches. 

" My dear fellow, let me prescribe a lower- 
ing diet. Now, don't touch wine, let me beg 
of you. You seem excited." 

^^ Been to see a man hanged this morning, 
which accounts for it." 

Lettie's look of horror set him off laugh- 
ing. 

^^ I mean married, which is aU the one and 
the same, as 1 heard a lady say to-day." 

" Oh, Vaughan 1 Who ?" 

" Oh I some one. Here, Greville, try this 
Madeira ; it has been in bottle about as long 
as you have in life." 
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" Then it is just the right age. But you 
haven't told me about the wedding. Was it 
very lachrymose." 

" About half a hundred pocket hander- 
chiefs used up — ^by the way, Greville, are 
you a dancing man ?" 

" Comme fa." 

" Well, you'll have to maintain the credit 
of this establishment. I dance about as well 
as the hippopotamus, and my sister prefers 
gymnastics." 

" Now, Vaughan !" 

" Fact ! We eschew dancing with theatre- 
going, ballad singing, and all such vanities. 
Lettie — ^nine o'clock, go and decorate, there's 
a good girl I" 

Lettie came down into the drawing room 
about half-an*hour afterwards, and found 
Greville giving a finishing set to his 
moustache, before the mirror on the mantel 
piece. 

" Ahem I" he said, looking rather foolish, 
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" I was admiring this glass of yours. Un- 
commonly good glass." 

" Is it ?" said Lettie, innocently, whereupon 
Vaughan, who was lounging back in his chair, 
laughed. 

" Fly is here," said the parlour maid, open- 
ing the door. 

" Very well. Lettie, what have you on, 
sweet simplicity ? White muslin as usual ?" 

" I did not want to get a new dress, and I 
thought it would do very well for sitting in 
a comer." 

" There's a confession. Well, we must be 
going. Greville has just expressed himself 
anxious to see the goddess close." 

" Nonsense, Dacres. I've got over all that 

folly." 

". Don't havj3 a relapse, that's all. Come 
on, Lettie." 



TAMING A SHBEW. 145 



CHAPTER VIIL 



THE, ANGEL OF LOVE. 

The drawing-rooms at Eaton Square looked 
very handsome, and were very well lighted, 
as Vaughan, his sister, and Mr. Greville made 
their erdre. 

Adelaide stood at the door to receive her 
guests, bright and brilliant. The bridesmaids 
still wore their wedding gear ; and the veil 
that floated round her fine figure at the same 
time defined and softened its outline. 

"Miss Boyd, allow me to introduce my 

Mend, Mr. Greville. 
VOL. I. H 
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Miss Boyd bowed, and then asked Hm : — 

" Would he dance this dance ?" 

And scarcely waiting for an answer, be- 
stowed him on a strong-minded looking lady, 
with a great deal of collar bone visible, who 
happened to be sitting close at hand. 

"You dance of course?'' she then said, 
turning to Vaughan, 

" No, thank you, I had rather not." 

" Never heard of such a thing — come to a 
ball, and be neither useful nor ornamental — 
go at once, and dance with your bridesmaid, 
sir ; it is one of the duties of your office." 

And he went, obedient as a lamb, to Lettie's 
surprise. 

His bridesmaid was seated at the other end 
of the room, with " I wish some body would 
ask me to dance 1" plainly written on her 
countenance. So Vaughan's " May I have 
the pleasure of the next dance," was gra- 
ciously acceded to. Then he bolted immediatey 
and came back to Adelaide's side. 

" Eetumed on my hands, like a bad shil- 
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ling," was all she deigned to say " I sent 
you to dance, sir !" 

" Fm going to when the music begins/' 

"There it is then." 

And Vaughan, with a rueful face, proceeded 
back to his partner. 

" By Jove 1" he mentally ejaculated, " it's 
a waltz ; and I can't waltz. What a sell 1" 

He was not good at his steps; however, 
he made the attempt, and floundered round 
the best way he could, very much out of 
breath, and trying to say : — 

" I — I don't th — ^think, they keep good time, 
do you? (wheeze). Are — are you ti — tired ?" 
(wheeze). 

"Oh! no, not in the least," replied the 
young lady, quite fresh and still untouched in 
the wind. 

(" Hang it all 1" was his unflattering little 
soliloquy. " What heaps of go women have 
in them to be sure !") " Car — carpet is slip — 
slip-pe-ry (wheeze), isn't it?" 

" That's just what it should be," said the 
H 2 
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young lady, provokingly glib of tongue. 
" Boards are the thing, like ice. Did you 
ever dance on them ?" 

" Heaven forbid I" said Vaughan, with a 
shudder. 

"Oh! but you've no idea how delightful 
they are ; I could dance all night on them I" 

And her partner, who didn't take kindly to 
exercise, sighed at the thought. 

" Last evening I . was out at a party, and I 
danced four-and-twenty dances running." 

" Very — fa — fa — ti — guing it must be," he 
said, feelingly. 

" Oh ! it's nothing, when you are used to 
it. During the season, I've generally a ball 
on hand for every night in the week — some- 
times two." 

'* And you survive it !" exclaimed Vaughan, 
at the same time adroitly running her against 
another couple, which brought her to a dead 
stop. " Hope you are not hurt, Miss Mickles, 
very awkward fellow that I Didn't tread on 
your foot, did he ?" 
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While the "awkward fellow" turned round, 
glared at Vaughan, and was heard to throw 
out some dark hints, about people who ought 
to take dancing lessons, before they were let 
loose in a ball-room. 

Poor Vaughan was so used-up that he could 
do nothing but stand silent beside Miss 
Mickles for the next five minutes. The 
latter, tired of the interregnum at last, point- 
edly remarked : — 

" What a lovely tune they are playing. 
There's nothing like * The Power of Love' for 
dancing to 1 " 

" Isn't there ?" said Vaughan, looking un- 
conscious. "Have you seen that beautiful 
' Landseer ' in the back drawing-room?" 

"Yes; very often. It is quite the best 
waltz that has come out for a long time." 

" Indeed. Don't you find the room very 
hot?" 

" Not in the least. In fact, we are stand- 
ing by the open window now, which makes it 
cool rather than otherwise." 
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" And yott will catch cold^'' aaii Vaugtan, 
gaddenlj, TCiy 8oli<»toii8 about Miss Mickles' 
health. ^^You had better not stand h^re 
indeed." 

"Well^ it might be more pmdent to be 
moving/' and she raised her arm towards the 
gentleman's shoulder, bat he, stmck with a 
sadden fit of blindness, said with great 
energy: — 

^^Let me recommend joa an ice, to do 
away the eflfect of the — ^the cold. Allow 
me — 

And before ]Miss Mickles coold make any 
demonstration to the contrary, she was handed 
down stairs by Vaaghan to the solitary ice 
room, and placed in a comer, against which, 
he, by seeming accident, threw up a light 
barricade of chairs to prevent her moving. 

" What ice may I give you? Water or 

cream ?" 

f A great fuss he made in getting it ; he let 

^. fall one, blew up the waiters, and grew sud- 

^^ denly talkative, till a welcome crash of piano- 
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forte and bugle overhead told him the waltz 
was finished and all danger over. Then he 
became as anxious to get his partner up stairs 
as he had been to get her down. In his turn 
he threw out hints that the room would soon 
be crowded, and up-stairs preferable in con* 
sequence. In vain — Miss Mickles did not 
bite. She did not care to return to the now 
deserted ball room, and preferred the ice room, 
which was filling rapidly. 

"A-hem, Miss Mickles, may I put down 
your ice plate ? Oh I I beg your pardon, I 
did not see you had not finished." (Bless the 
girl, is she going to be all night eating one 
ice). 

"Dacre, you look bothered,'^ said Greville, 
as he stopped on his way to get some lemon- 
ade. 

" Well, it does bother a fellow. Here's a 
lady who has tackled me, and there is no get- 
ting free of the line. I say, Greville, do you 
want a partner for the next dance, I can intro- 
duce you, you know." 
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** I dare say. To some mummy of Egypt/' 

" Ton my honour she's young, and not bad 
looking, and can talk sixteen to the dozen. 
Here, come along/* 

He took him at once up to Miss Mickles, 
and asked whether he might be allowed to 
introduce his friend^ who was very anxious — 
humph, ^^to be introduced to her/' he was 
going to say, but that stuck in his throat, so 
he gave Greville a nudge to finish the sentence 
for himself, which the latter did by asking for 
the pleasure of the next dance, which was 
accorded lam, 

** Free of the OTiemy's line at last Neat 
little manceurre too/* thought Vaughan, as 
he brought his partner up-stairs* 

^^ What a comfortable chair that looks, Miss 
Mickles ; would you like to try it, or do you 
prefer a seat at the other eski of the room ?** 

'' Thank you, this will do.** 

Vaughan dropped her as if she had been a 
hot coal, then strode off rejoicing, towards 
Adelaide. 
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" Is there any chance of my having a dance 
with you ?" 

" A remote chance, if you ask me — none at 
all if you don't." 

" I do ask you ; which shall it be?" 

" Not a waltz. Your last eflfbrts in that 
line were so decidedly curious, that it would 
be a pity to spoil the eflfect by repeating 
them." 

" You need not be afraid," said Vaughan, 
moving away with a dark cloud on his brow. 

" Now, don't be so cross," said Adelaide, 
laying her gloved hand on his coat sleeve 
against which her arm shone white and round. 
The touch, magnetic-like, soothed him in- 
stantly. " I'll dance the next lancers with 
you: see, it is the eighth. 1 kept it for 
you." 

And Vaughan passed on in a kind of de- 
lirium at the tone in which the last words 
were said. Then he came back, just for the 
pleasure of speaking to her. 
H 5 
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" Where is Lettie, do you know at all,. Miss 
Boyd?" 

" There, growing against the wall 'mid a 
goodly company of wall-flowers. She won't 
dance." 

Vaugham went across to her. She looked 
at him with a fond loving glance. He scarcely 
responded to it, he was thinking how old- 
maidish she looked, and how plain ; perhaps 
he was half ashamed of her. Ah I the time 
will come when he will remember all that 
love, now so undervalued and taken as a 
matter-of-course. Eemember it!— r^aye, and 
with bitter tears. 

" Been dancing, dear ?" she said. 

" Yes, I and my bridesmaid ; did'nt hit it 
oflF well. I say, Lettie, that dress of yours is 
as black as my hat." 

" Oh, Vaugham, it is just from the wash," 

" I hate white muslins then." 

Lettie looked up with rather surprised eyes 
at his energy. Poor little Lettie, she would 
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have suffered martyrdom for him, and he was 
ashamed of her. 

Luckily for her, however, she thought too 
little about herself to be consciously humble. 
What people thought of her was so beside 
the mark that she never wasted a moment on 
it, and thus escaped many a pang of humilia- 
tion. 

She was plain, yes — small, yes — insignifi- 
cant, yes — she knew it all. Notwithstanding, 
that did not give her any uneasiness ; it was 
as much the appointment of Providence as 
everything else that happened in life. So she 
did her work with such instruments as were 
ready to her hand, and did it well too. 

"You haven't been dancing at all then?" 
said Vaughan, presently. 

" No, not at all." 

"Uncommingly slow, sitting here, isn't it ?'* 

" Oh I I like it ; it's so pleasant watching 
all the people." 

" Umph — Jfo accounting for taste — ^I should 
find it precious dull, I know that." 
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" I enjoy it very much, I assure you." 

She sat there quite happy, thinking it such, 
a pretty scene, and admiring, with her whole 
heart, the beauty, and grace that had been 
denied to herself. 

No feeling of disappointment, or envy 
passed over her mind, as she saw girl after 
girl asked to dance, and no one thinking of her. 
True, Mr. Greville had asked her once, and 
looked very relieved when she declined ; and 
Adelaide had caught a raw specimen, and was 
just bringing him up to introduce to her, 
when he suddenly, mysteriously and unac- 
countably disappeared. Nobody else thought of 
her ; yet of the many there, most pretty, some 
strikingly handsome girls, there was scarcely 
one countenance amongst them, that looked 
as contented, and peaceful as hers did. 

" Look, Vaughan," she said, to her brother, 
who still remained beside her, " at that young 
lady opposite, dancing with the man with the 
eye-glass ; don't you admire h^ ?" 

" What ! that little lumpy concern ? The 
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fates forbid I I enter into the fiill meaning of 
BjTon's line, and think it the finest he ever 
wrote, — 

* I hate a dumpj woman.* " 

"I don't mean her. I mean the girl in 
white." 

" Gir] in white, is a generic term. Define 
a little more closely." 

" There, she is coming up the room now. 
What a sunshiny countenance I She looks as 
if she had known nothing but happiness." 

Oh, lying facel Look closely, and you 
will see many tears have fallen down that 
fair cheek, and the lip, wreathed now with 
smiles, has writhed with pain till it was white 
again ; while the heart belonging to it, is in 
ashes, whence the veil put over it by the 
smiling countenance. Perhaps it is well that 
we can't see the tragedies of which ball- 
rooms are sometimes the theatre. Has it not 
its lists of the killed and wounded, and its 
funerals of dead-hopes that take place with 
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light words and smiling jests covering 
them up firom view ? Hermits seek a cell to 
meditate in, and philosophers a solitude ; but 
man and woman, go thou to a ball-room and 
be wise. 

" Well, my dear, this can't be at all to your 
taste ?" said Miss Symnes, who had dodged 
her way across the room to Lettie's comer, at 
some danger to life and limb. 

She had made an eflfort to be dressed suit* 
ably to the occasion, which had resulted in 
her being attired, like Joseph, in a coat of 
many colours. 

" Don't let me disturb you, Mr. Dacres." 
As Vaughan got up to give her his seat. 

" Thank you I I suppose I must be doing 
something for a living ; I've been eating the 
bread of idleness for the last ten minutes," 
and he went away to dancse. 

*' And how are you getting on?" said Miss 
Symnes, to Lettie, as she took the vacated seat. 

'^Very well indeed; it is such a pretty 
Bigutp Every one seems so happy." 



i 
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" Oh ! my dear I*' and Miss Symnes heaved 
a sigh heavy enough to have inflated a bal- 
loon. 

" I dare say it is because it is all new to me ; 
but I do like to see people look so cheerful." 

" All vanity, vanity of vanities ;" and Mjbs 
Symnes absoluted groaned. 

"Oh I I hope not/' said Lettie, with a 
cheery little laugh. " Some of the girls must 
be thoroughly enjoying themselves, surely." 

*'A11 the worse then; better that they, 
should see the evil of their ways." 

" Oh, Miss Symnes, but surely there is no 
great harm in taking pleasure in things ?" 

" Balls, my dear, are synonymous with 
evil, like all other amusements." 

" All ? I don't know about balls; but do 
you mean to say that you object to all inno- 
cent amusements?" 

" Amusements, seldom or never, are so," 
said Miss Symnes, shaking her head, at which 
Lettie's astonishment would only allow her to 
answer, " Dear me 1" 
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She did not possess the gift of a ready 
tongue, else she might perhaps have asked 
whether Providence meant life to be devoid of 
pleasures and amusements. 

He who did not dye all flowers one colour, 
but varied them in hue and form, will He 
think that a useless waste of means, that 
tapestries life's temple with ivy and honey- 
suckle, and teaches clematis to spring out of 
the wall ? 

" Think of all the time wasted," continued 
Miss Symnes, still on the same tack — " Think 
of all the petty jealousies, all the hours con- 
sumed on their dresses, that might have been 
spent on something better — the frivolous con- 
versation, the silly talk — I" 

" Oh, please don't," interposed Lettie, " I 
can't bear to think of all that, it spoils such a 
pretty picture." 

" And the sooner it is spoiled the better," 
answered Miss Symnes, sternly. 

Lettie was not in the habit of contradicting 
people, so she said nothing ; but still could 
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not help being very much amused at what 
Miss Symnes in her own heart, called a sinful 
scene. 

To the pure all things are pure, and a 
happy mind reads happiness everywhere. 

Miss Symnes was a La Trappiste in spirit, 
though she would have been horrified to have 
been told so (being one of those to whom 
Bome is an abomination) yet none drew the 
cords tighter round faith and practise than she 
did. 

" Look at Adelaide," said Miss Symnes, 
presently, after a little pause. 

" IVe been watching her for the last ten 
minutes," saidLettie, eagerly — " I never saw 
anything so handsome." 

To which Miss Symnes replied, " Humph I" 

" Don't you think so ?" said Lettie, gazing 
at her idol with delighted eyes. " That white- 
silk dress makes her look so queenly, and 
that fine head of hers only wants a crown," 
she continued, waxing poetic, " Then her 
manners are so taking!" 
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" Humph,*' said Miss Symnes again, " Too 
much so by half." 

" Oh I" 

" My dear, you must be very little up in 
the ways of a wicked world. She is flirting, 
down-right flirting, with those six men, all at 
once." 

Flirting was to Lettie one of the unknown 
quantities — ^so she looked shocked. 

", Do you really think so, Miss Symnes ? 
Oh, I hope not." 

It looked very like it, however, it must be 
confessed. Adelaide had gathered quite a 
knot of gentlemen (amongst which Mr. Stan- 
hope Vane was very conspicuous) round her, 
drawn them to a focus, as the magnet attracts 
steel, and was talking and laughing with 
them alL 

There was some play of the fan, and great 
play of the eye lashes, and both were made 
subservient to the main business in hand. 

" This is my dance, I think," said Vaughan, 
going up to her, as No. 8 began to be played. 



TAMINa A SHREW. 163 

" I beg your pardon," interposed Mr. Stan- 
hope Vane — " Miss Boyd promised me this 
one. Here is her name on my engagement 
card." 

" Miss Boyd/' said Vaughan, " I appeal to 
you r 

" Don't appeal to me," she answered, 
laughing, " I have no Ynemory to speak of, 
and generally engage myself for the same 
dance six times over." 

" I shall kaow how to count on Miss Boyd 
next time," said Vaugham, bowing stiflBly, as 
he moved away. 

" Wind is in the east," observed Stanhope 
Vane, with a look towards his discomfited 
rival, as he led Adelaide off; for which re- 
mark she shut him up, summarily. 

Vaughan went out of the room, and propped 
himself up outside, against the back-drawing- 
room door. 

" If ever I ask her again," he mentally ar- 
gued, " catch me I Women are such slippery 
eels. Give me the go-by, all for that con- 



164 TAMING A SHREW. 

ceited puppy. Should like to have the hand- 
ling of him — an ass I If she can get no one 
better, she'll flirt with me till all's blue ; but 
she shall find I'm not the nian for her little 
game. I'm not going to fetch and cany like 
a dog — ^hang it !" 

" Mr. Dacres," said the sweetest voice pos- 
sible, ten minutes afterwards, and a pair of 
dark eyes were raised to his ; " will you do 
me a favour ?" 

And there stood Adelaide, looking provok- 
ingly innocent and beautiful. 

Vaughan tried hard not to see it, and said 
in a gruff tone:— 

" I am not a ^ood hand at doing the pretty. 
Miss Boyd ; ask Mr. Stanhope Vane, he is 
more in practice than I am." TSjxen as she 
looked at him with reproachful eyes, he mut- 
tered: — "(Ugh I what a bear I am — ^nice little 
speech to make to a lady J) I — I beg your 
pardon. Miss Boyd." 

" Well, so T think you ought. However, 
as you had accounts to square with me, I can 
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say nothing; only remember now, we are 
qaits. Do be so kind as to fetch me an ice. 
I have a fancy for eating one in the conserva- 
tory." 

Vaughan, who was " not going to fetch and 
carry like a dog — ^hang it/' ran down stairs to 
execute the commission as eagerly as the most 
confirmed lady's man could have done. He 
brought it back, fetched her a chair, and for 
the next quarter of an hour Adelaide sat talk- 
ing with him, refused every offer to dance, 
and finished up with a quadrille that com- 
pletely mesmerised him, and wrote him down 
her slave for the future. 

In the meantime Lettie was still growing 
against the wall, and had at last got very 
tired. It was getting so late, and she was 
anxious to go. However, she gave no sign of 
it, but waited patiently till her brother was 
within hail ; then she called him timidly : — 

" Vaughan, it is getting late." 

" Is it ?" he said, as he looked at his watch. 
" It is near two. Want to go?" 
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"I don't mind; but the fly must have 
been waiting two hours abeady. You ordered 
it early." 

"Hangthe-flyl" 

" Very weU," said Lettie, composing her- 
self against the wall once more. 

And Vaughan was again lost in the crowd. 
Her thrifty head counted up the half-crowns 
they were losing, however ; for he had directed 
the carriage to come pretematurally early^ 
because *' balls were such a bore 1'* but there 
is no dependence to be placed on man. In 
about an hour he came back to her. 

" Fm ready now, come along." 

" Is Mr. Greville coming ?" 

" No ; he wants to be in at the death, I 
suppose. He's still at it, like an express 
train. Where are your traps ?" 

The " traps " were downstairs, but Lettie 
was dressed long before "Mr. Dacres' car- 
riage stops the way," had been shouted out by 
flunkeydom. Then up rattled Stubbs' "best" 
—of course Vaughan was uncommonly proud 
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of its dot-and-go-one horse, audits door that 
i^ould not open, and when, by the united 
efforts of four men, persuaded to do so, would 
not shut again. 

" Take it on one side, Bill," called out one 
of the crowd, " and perhaps by to-morrow 
momin' the gen'elman will have started." 

Pride goeth before a fall, and flys are a 
very disciplinatory measure thereto. 

" Confound this fly I" said Vaughan, when 
at last they got underweigh, " FU give Stubbs 
a good blowing up for sending such an old 
rattletrap of a thing." 

His patience oozed out still more when they 
had been some little time on the road, and 
yet had not made much progress. 

"I say, Lettie, I can't stand this any 
longer. Do you mind if I get out and walk ? 
I sWl keep you in sight, you know." 

Lettie did mind very much ; she was not 
accustomed to solitary night excursions, — 
but with a heroism worthy of a better cause, 
she said :— 
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" No, not a great deal ; you will keep in 
sight, won't you?*' 

"Yes; sure enough. Here, coachman, 
; stopr 

Out he jumped. He had certaijdy meant, 
as he said, to keep his sister and her charioteer 
in view; but he soon forgot all about it. 
Delighting in the cool, soft ministries of night, 
which tamed do¥ni the throbbing pulses of 
brain and heart, excited by the music and the 
scene he had just left, he went wandering 
through the roads of St John's Wood, fringed 
with lilacs and laburnums, and rich with the 
scent of the flowering lime-trees, oblivious of 
home-ties. 

Lettie reached their house. She waited some 
little while in the drawing-room, but Vaug^ 
ban did not come. Then she sent the servant 
to bed, and at last remembering he had his 
latch key with him proceeded up-stairs her- 
self. Some time passed, still he did not come. 
She grew anxious, and spent the next half 
hour with her fece pressed against the win- 
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dow pane, looking out into the darkness, and 
conjuring up every possible evil, while he 
came slowly on in a dream of bliss, going 
through a whole new experience, like those 
saints and martyrs whom Heaven "smote 
with glory on the face." 

Why is it? All through the day head 
and tongue do their work, while the soul lies 
sleeping in its mummy-shroud. But when 
night comes and shuts down the door of dark- 
ness upon the active working of the senses, 
then arises another influence. The nerves are 
tightened like the strings of a harp, answering 
to every touch. Music dissolves us into tears, 
a sweet smile stirs the very pulses of the blood, 
all the pathetic harmonies of night call to us 
from out the darkness, and wring strains of 
wondrous melody from our hearts. Oh ! the 
poems that then come trooping through the 
soul in all the grandeur of their epic strains. 
Oh I the tears that then glow with light, and 
are no longer *marah' to the taste. The 
tread of armies, the battle shout, and the 

VOL. I. I 
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dying cry — ^how they all hang aloft in its at- 
mosphere, transformed by that medium into 
something so unearthly and divine, that they 
sound like the song of angels and the hallelu- 
jahs of seraphs. 

A larger, keener insight comes to us then, 
and the soul drinks Heaven at every pore. 
Thus it may be that the chant, the " Agnus 
Dei," that has been the solace of so many 
bleeding hearts, whs the distillation in the 
mind's crucible of one such bright and perfect 
night, when its author trod the star-pavement 
with angels and laid hold on the garment fold 
of God. 

So the night exorcised Vaughan Dacres; 
under its spells he grew calm, and the demon 
of excitement was laid* The angel of Love 
was already rising in his heart — what if he 
took his wings for those of the Morning, was 
he the first who had done so ? 

" There he is at last, I am so thankful 1'' 
exclaimed Lettie, as she heard the garden gate 
click at length. 
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** Holloa 1" said Vaugham to himself, as he 
caught sight of the light ia his sister's window, 
" I forgot all about her I declare. Ten to one 
she has been sitting up for me I" 

Up-stairs he went, tumbled into bed, and 
thought no more about her, whilst she knelt 
beside her little white couch and prayed God 
bless him. Ah ! the day will come when he 
will remember that love, now so little valued 
— remember it, aye, and with bitter tears 1 
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CHAPTER IX. 



CBOBSING THE RUBICON. 

^* Had a pleasant party last night, Adelaide ?" 
asked Henrietta. 

It was about a fortnight after Lucy's wed- 
ding, an4 the Boyd family were assembled at 
their late breakfast, all the later because Ade- 
laide had been out at a ball the night before 
with her brother Frederick. 

"Fve been to better, and Fve been to 
worse," was her answer, as she broke the 
shell of her egg. 

" I say, young lady," said Frederick, who 
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had just lounged into the room, looking rather 
seedy from a constant diet of late hours and 
dancing, ^^ you did come it a little strong last 
night/' 

At which remark Mr. Boyd looked up from 
the Times and said: ^^What?" and Miss 
Symnes looked down at her plate, and sighed 
"Ah!" 

"You are bilious this morning, my dear 
brother,'* answered Adelaide, ironically; 
" consequently see all things through a blue 
medium." 

" Hang it, no 1 By Jove, you go the entire 
animal and no mistake." 

" What has she been doing now, Frederick ?" 
enquired Mr. Boyd, rather sternly. 

" Played the game of * unlimited loo,' that's 
all." 

"Speak out, can't you? What do you 
mean?" 

" Only at her old tricks, sir — ^unlimited flir- 
tation." 

" Just to keep my hand in," said Adelaide, 
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laughing. " Mr. Stanhope Vane is good prac- 
tice, he requires such neat handling. I liave 
been riding him with the snaffie ; last night I 
put on the curb, that's all." 

" Take care you don't find him rather more 
than a match for you/' said Frederick. 

" Safe enough, I'm trying Rarey's system 
upon him. When I have got hun well in 
hand I mean to exhibit him as a model 
specimen, warranted ^ docile and obedient^' " 

"I am surprised, Adelaide," said Miss 
Symnes, smoothing down her mittens with an 
ominous firown* ^ To hear yon talk so^ one 
would think you were lost to all proper feelr 
mg. 

"Why, aunt? I haven't been guilty of 
murder." 

" It is of no use to speak to any one so 
silly," replied Miss Symnes, rising with an 
oflfended air. 

" There, don't be angry ; I've been already 
given over by two uncles and three pious 
people^ so it is of no use — ^it isn't really. Fm 
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quite a lost case, I know I am ; but I mean 
to reform some day, and settle down into mob 
caps and no crinoline. I intend to give over 
crimping my hair, and take to curl papers and 
good little books ; and instead of balls and 
flirting, I shall set up tea and scandal." 

Miss Symnes's wrath was so great that she 
answered nothing, and hitched out of the 
room, in dismay at this reprobate state of 
mind. 

Henrietta was not long in following, and 
Frederick felt a strong call, as' he usually did 
about that hour in the morning, to smoke 
cigars. 

Adelaide and her father were left alone. 
Bright and fresh as ever looked she ; even with 
the sun shining full in her face from the open 
window, she took you absolutely by storm, 
challenging your admiration in an independent 
dauntless kind of way, as she sat there, care- 
fully careless in her dress and very attitude of 
sitting. You might know very well that half 
her pretty manners were affectedly unaflfected. 
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and her smiles were regularly systematized. 
Yet they were so pretty, that for the life of you 
you couldn't help being fascinated, in spite of 
what your reason might argue. 

" Adelaide, I want to speak to you." 

Mr. Boyd was afraid of his daughter. He 
looked upon her rather in the light of a loaded 
gun that might go off at any moment, and 
shoot you through the head before you knew 
where you were, so he avoided encounters 
with her as a general rule. 

" Adelaide, do you hear me ?" 

" I'm not deaf, papa," she replied coolly. 

" I won't have you trifling with this young 
man, so I tell you once for all." 

" This young man — what young man ?" 

" You know very well that I allude to Mr. 
Stanhope Vane. I won't have him come 
dawdling about, and you, according to Fre- 
derick's account and my own eyesight, en- 
couraging him, unless he means something 
serious, which I wish to know whether he 
does." 
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"Upon my word you are unreasonable, 
papa I How can I ask the young man what 
his intentions are ? perhaps he has none, be- 
sides drinking your champagne." 

"Pooh!" 

" He seems to me to be more in love with 
himself than with anyone else." 

" Do you care for him ? A plain answer 
now." 

" Well, the disease has not gone very deep 
as yet — I rather think it may be cured by a 
trip to Paris, if taken in time. Here, Fudge, 
boy," and Adelaide chose out a well-buttered 
piece of muffin and gave it to her pet lap 
dog. 

** Give over feeding that nasty little cur, 
and listen to what I have to say. I don't be- 
lieve the fellow is in earnest, he is just making 
a fool of you, that is all." 

" Good gracious, papa 1 what an ado about 
nothing; who is thinking of marriage? Not 
I — and why shouldn't I amuse myself?" 

I 5 
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" Because I won't have it, Adelaide. I 
don't like that class of men, all studs and 
moustaches." 

" Mr. Stanhope Vane is a great deal more 
than that I can tell you," said Adelaide^ who 
had a natural knack for justice. 

" You are no judge on these matters. Like 
all girls, you only think whether a man is 
handsome or ugly. Now there is Sir Charles 
Bandel, a worthy steady sort of man with 
£10,000 a year, who has requested to be al- 
lowed to pay his addresses to you ; he would 
make an excellent husband." 

"A man like that^ who takes to pieces 
night and morning — ^teeth and hair all moye- 
able property I Thank you, I have no inten- 
tion of becoming a sick nurse." 

*' Tell you what, Adelaide, I don't like the 
way you go on. You have led Sir Charles 
Randel to believe you meant to accept him." 

" The dear old idiot ! Does he really think 
that because I accept his bouquets, and his 
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opera boxes, that I meant to accept himself 
too. Sweet youth, he had better undeceive 
himself then I" 

"Come, think better of it; he is a very 
worthy, good sort of man." 

" So is our coachman/' 

" A very worthy, good sort of man," con- 
tinued Mr. Boyd, unheeding the interruption. 
"I couldn't desire a better for a son-in- 
law I" 

" Well, papa, I'll marry him on one consi- 
deration." 

"That's a good girl I" 

" That I may shoot myself next day." 

" My dear I" said Mr. Boyd, who had been 
bending forward with a relaxed pleased ex- 
pression of cotmtenance, drawing himself up 
horrified, "young ladies don't talk like that; 
it isn't the thing." 

Poor Mr. Boyd — ^He was such a respect- 
able practical man, who had always before 
his eyes this idea, " What would the world 
say?" It was hard he should be saddled 
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with a daughter whom he felt might any day 
outrage the bienshnces of society, and give 
occasion to the world to say a great deal. 
That was why he was anxious to have her 
married. He had great belief in it as a 
taming process, and only to get her off his 
hands without her having done anything very 
flagrant, was much to be desired. He, him- 
self ran so steadily in the grooves of habit, 
pulled the car of daily duty with such method- 
ical precision up the hill of life, that he 
couldn't make out what this skittish little 
filly wanted to be at. One moment she jibbed, 
the next she backed, then kicked the traces 
over altogether, and went mad in a wild race 
helter-skelter I 

It was very perplexing for a British father, 
and it bothered him. 

"There, now," exclaimed Adelaide, "there's 
ingratitude I I offfer to give in to your 
wishes, and you don't seem to see it.'^ 

" Dear me," said Mr. Boyd, still nonplussed, 
"it's very odd." 
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"Whatr 

"Where you got all your strange ideas 
from. I had the best governess I could get 
for you — the same as Lucy's — she is very 
different. * You didn't get them from me ; and 
your mother wasn't like you, either," he said, 
ruminatingly, as a meek, smiling face rose 
up from the waves of memory, and looked at 
him. 

"Mamma? no I I should think not. She 
must have been uncommonly gentle." 

Mr. Boyd only heard the first words ; he 
didn't hear the smothered little cry that fol- 
lowed : — 

"Oh, mother! if you had been here, I 
should have been different 1 mother I mother!" 

" Your tongue spares no one, Adelaide. I 
should have thought her name might at least 
have been sacred," he said in just displea- 
sure. 

Adelaide's heart bled at the rebuke; but 
she wouldn't let him see it. She was only 
rather more off-hand than before. 
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" We had better come to an understanding, 
papa ;" and face and eyes sparkled with sup- 
pressed fire. " I won't be interfered with in 
these matters; I'll do what I like." 

"The deuce you wUir 

" You needn't be afraid of my not setting 
sufficient value on myself. I'll take care of 
that." 

"You are wonderfiilly dutiful, young 
lady!" 

"I don't mean to be otherwise, papa^ 
but-" 

She broke off abruptly, and, pushing away 
her cup, began settling the flowers in the stand 
at the window, looking half askance at her 
father, and talking to her dog meanwhile. 

"Well, Fudge, old boy, what now? Want 
to go for a walk ? Too early yet, my pet* 
Papa !" 

Mr. Boyd did not vouchsafe to turn round 
from his newspaper. Another — 

"Papal" 

" Well 1" in a very gruff tone. 
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" There now, you are not going to be angry 
with me/' 

And Adelaide went up to him with all 
that £ekscination of manner she was mistress 
of:— 

" Don't be cross, now." 

She seated herself on his knee, and stroked 
his &tce. 

" There, get away, do 1" he answered in a 
half surly, half good-humoured tone. 

And muttering, " The girl makes a fool of 
me,'' he got up, saying it was time for him to 
go to the Bank. 

When he was gone she returned to her 
flowers. There was a ring at the hall door, 
and Mr. Dacres was announced. 

" An early visit, Mr. Dacres." 

" I came to see Mr. Boyd." 

" Not to see me I Civil speech I Mr. Boyd's 
conscience has just smitten him as to the claims 
the Bank has upon him, and he has this 
moment rushed oflf frantically thitherwards." 

*^ohr 
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Vaughan was never very apt of tongue 
with ladies, — -just then such capacities as he 
possessed were not forth-coming, 

"Well, won't you sit down, though the 
attracting force is wanting? How comes it 
that you are not worshipping on your high 
stool to-day, at that sanctuary of the muses, 
your office?" 

" Miss Boyd, you are sharp upon me/' 

" Not on you, Mr, Dacres," and she turned 
towards him with one of her most winning 
smiles. 

It made the strong man absolutely tremble 
with pleasure. He gazed after her as she 
kept moving about the room with a strange 
dreamy sensation of indefinite delight — the 
very rustle of her flounces, the very scent of 
her handkerchief was paradise to him. He 
wished that moment could last for ever, if 
only it would spread itself out and let him 
glide down on its bosom to the fathomless 
shore of Eternity. He had never read 
Tennyson's "Lotus-Eaters," but he went 
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tlirougli their whole experience m the course 
of two minutes and a half — 

^ Branches thej bore of that enchanted stem, 
Which whoso did receive of them 
And taste, to him the gashing of the wave 
Far, far awaj, did seem to mourn and rave, 
On alien shores (and if his fellow spake, 
His voice was then as murmurs from the grave) 
And deep asleep he seemed, yet all awake, 
And music in his ears, his heart did make." 

Adelaide's voice scarcely broke the spell 

with the common-place question. 

** Have some coffee, there is some still hot ?" 
She poured it out, but as she gave him the 

cup her hand came temptingly near him. 

"Without thinking what he did, he took it in 

his own, and looked down at it, almost as if 

it were a curiosity. 

" Well, Mr. Dacres, when you have done 

examining my hand, perhaps you will return 

it to me?" 

*' No, Adelaide, let me keep it for life." 
The die was cast now. The rubicon of his 

life was crossed, and there was no re-crossing 

it. A minute before he had had no intention 
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of hurrying on things so to a crisis, and while 
he waited for her reply, he longed with an 
aching longing that the blissful uncertainty 
of the past would come again instead of what 
might be the terrible certainty of the present. 

Adelaide's face was averted, but soon 
enough came the answer : 

" It cannot be. I esteem and like you. Why 
did you not spare us both this pain, Vaughan, 
Vaughan?*' 

Vaughan I Vaughan 1 why there was almost 
a yearning of aflfection in it, but he heard it 
not, for the stroke of present pain made him 
dumb. 

Adelaide came close to him — he felt her 
presence, and the soft odour of flowers that 
seemed to come with her wherever she moved. 

" Adelaide, then it is all in vain my love 
for you?" 

" It must be so. Suppose I said otherwise, 
you would bless me now, only to curse me a 
few years henee. I should be a drag-chain 
round your neck with your four himdred 
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pomids a-yeaTy — ^no, I could not be happy on 
four hundred a-year — ^better not, better not !" 

Yaughan drew himself up proudly, and 
scorn Onsbed from his eyes. 

*' Better not indeed, Miss Boyd^ if that is 
the way you look at it — ^money — money — Oh, 
to be so young and yet so to think I Ah, 
Adelaide," the tone softened, " if you eared 
for me, you would not think whether I had 
four hundred a year, or ten thousand l" 

" I never pretended I could live on bread 
and butter," replied Adelaide, nettled at his 
words, " and I don't mean to try. There, go, 
-^^-mon cousin; in another six months you will 
thank me for the verdict of to-day." 

Vaughan stood up to go, while he looked 
at her with terrible stony eyes. 

" To the latest day of my life^ I will thank 
you for one thing. You have made me feel 
the woman I love is not worthy an honest 
man's affection, but saved me the pain 
of finding out that my wife is not so. I 
remember a fable I once read, years ago,, of a 
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certain Ondine, who waa soulless till love 
came. Beware lest such a day come to joUj 
for when the soul wakes in you, then you will 
learn to prize affection more than gold." 

The door closed after him. He was gone, 
and Adelaide remained gazing on the spot 
where he stood a moment ago, now void and 
empty. She threw up her arms, and called 
out after him again : 

"VaughanI VaughanI" 

What, were his words growing true 
already ? ^Y^at meant this strange stir and 
tumult through her whole being? Why that 
cry, "VaughanI VaughanI" whitening all 
the lips? Whence that passionate calling 
on one who ought already to have passed out 
into the darkness away from a heart and life 
that had rejected him, and disclaimed his care? 
Was the soul coming ? 

" No !" at last she exclaimed aloud, " I know 
myself better. I know I was never meant to 
live on £300 a year, and wear cotton gloves. 
Love in a cottage ! bah I all very sweet for 
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the first six weeks, whilst Damon and Chloe 
tliink each other angels ; but when Damon's 
stockings begin to want darning, and Chloe's 
trousseau wears out, toute autre chose. How 
dared he speak to me in that way? Not 
worth his love, forsooth ! pretty high price he 
sets on himself. Let him. I'm not going to 
make a fool of myself. Pshaw 1 / dam the 
stockings I / wash the children I Ce n^est 
pas la^ mon metier. A coronet for me ! co'tite 
qydcoidey 

A funeral was passing at that moment in 
the street below, and its sable plumes went 
slowly nodding past the window, while the 
church bell, close at hand, began tolling for 
the dead. 

" Do you know," said Henrietta, opening 
the dopr, " that the rector is to be buried to- 
day?" 

"Is her 

" Yes ; there is his ftmeral passing now." 

" And I hope you will learn the lesson it 
teaches," said Miss Symnes, who had accom- 



190 TAMING A SHBEW. \ 
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panied Henrietta into the room^ ^^ we must 
all eome to that at last, wear whatever fiae 
cloth^B we may." 

"So we must, aunt," said Adelaide, in- 
stantly roused into antagonism, as she always 
was by Miss Symnes, who possessed a peculiar 
feculty of stroking people's minds up the 
wrong way. " ' We shall die some day.' 
* We all do fade as a leaf.' ' Memento mori,' 
and * Tempus fdgit.' There is a list of apt 
quotations — cap it with a few more, and iSest 
tme affaire finie /" 

She left the room singing on purpose. 

** Adelaide," said Henrietta, running after 
her. 

"Well?" 

She stopped with a defiant cloud on her 
brow. 

" No more sermons, for Heaven's sake !" 

" I wanted you to come and look at the 
dresses Marshall and Snelgrove have sent," 
said Henrietta. 

"Where are they?" 
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" Upstairs." 

Adelaide followed her sister iuto her bed- 
room, where several piles of silk lay m state. 

"What do you say to this one?'' asked 
Henrietta, holding up one of them. 

" Oh, what does it signify ? Any one will 
dor 

" It signifies a great deal," replied Hen- 
rietta, looking hurt ; " I may just as well look 
as nioe as I can.'' 

" To be sure I Well, then choose the. most 
expensive, and at least all the ladies' maids 
will vote you very well dressed." 

"What's the matter, Adelaide?" 

"Matter I" she returned, somewhat fiercely, 
"who said anything was the matter?" 

" Oh, no one, only you look put out." 

" Not I. I never felt so jolly in my whole 
life. Have a waltz ?" 

And seizing her sister by the waist, she 
swung her round into the middle of the room. 

" Let me go, Adelaide, you hurt me — oh I" 

" What a puny thing you are I I cry you 
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mercj; I took you foivthat cmming dame of 
Venice, who married with Othello/' 

^^ What are 70U talking abont ?" 

" Faith, I don't know. What, still looking 
atjom* wrist?" 

^See it then, it is all black and blue where 
yon squeezed it/' 

" Pshaw I You won't die of it" 

" But it hurts me." 

^^Let me recommend 70U spermaceti; a 
fine thing for an inward bruise, as Shakes- 
peare hath it Try it" 



r 
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CHAPTER X. 



THE BRIDGE OP SIGHS. 

In the meanwhile, when Vaughan Dacres 
left Mr. Boyd's house, he pursued his way 
through the streets, remembering with a kind 
of mechanical eflfbrt that his work in life had 
still to be gone through. 

But there was a dead-march sounding in 
his soul, and his spirit went groping among 
the tombs at noon-day. Handsome car- 
riages, filled with fair and haughty dames, 
swept past him — ^people brushed by him, 
each one intent on his own life and business, 
and amidst them all he felt strange and 

VOL. I. K 
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lonelj, as if he stood oat in the isolation of 
grief — ^the onlj one on whom the burthen had 
&llen, suffering as none had, as none others 
would suffer till the end of time. He reached 
the " Tapes and Taxes " office, and sat down 
at once to write. It was a great relief to feel 
the &miliar pen pressing against his fingers — 
it took off the ghostly and unreal sensation 
that haunted him, and with an effort of will 
he intensified the workings of his brain to 
still those of his heart. He was keen, ener- 
getic, sarcastic, and witt j, all by turns that 
day, till Keeley (one of the occupants of the 
next room), who spent a good deal of his time 
in amiable visits to those of his fiiends, 
wanted to know what " was up ?" 

^^ May not a man be in good spirits without 
being either drunk or mad ?*' 

^^ Depends on the nature of the animaL 
Were you at a ball last night ?" 

" Yes— no." 

"Been to so many, I suppose, that you 
forget them." 



TAMING A SHREW. 195 

** Geutleman to see you, sir/' said the por- 
ter, coming into the room, and giving Keeley 
a card. 

" Oh ! it is Stanhope Vane. I say, Dacres, 
do you mind his coming in here ? You know 
him, I believe?" 

" Mind ? Why should I ? Of course not," 
answered Vaughan, somewhat fiercely. 

" Shew him in," said Keeley to the porter, 

" Ah, Stanhope Vane, how do ? You know 
Mr. Dacres, I tdink." 

" I have that pleasure," returned Stanhope 
Vane, bowing to Vaughan. " How are you, 
Keeley ? 

"As well as can be expected — a hard- 
worked fellow like me, who hasn't time to 
say his soul is his own." 

" You look it, does he not, Mr. Dacres ?" 

" Dacres, what does he know about it, an 
idle dog like him ? I am a decided case of 
unappreciated merit, one of the flowers ' bom 
to blush unseen.' " 

" Sad case I But, Keeley, I gave you a 
K 2 
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look np to 8ee if joa can make any use of 
these opera tickets. Can't mjself, so it is no 
generosity on my part" 

" I'm an mducky dog, bound to eat cold 
mntton to-night with an old ancle of mine, 
made of tin, so don't dare to refuse the cold 
mutton, and he'll keep me till twelve o'clock, 
making love to his daughter, who has red 
hair and squints. Hard lines, isn't it ?" 

" Celd depend. Mint sauce improves cold 
mutton. Comprenez f 

"Don't I? that's all! Been all my life 
long looking out for a fortune, and would 
marry the chimpanzee if it had one." 

" So would I, in these days of strychnine." 
" Hang it, no I I'm not up to that." 
" What does it signify ? May as well be 
hanged for a sheep as for a lamb. Well, 
about these tickets — ^you won't go ?" 

" How can I, with cold mutton in view ?" 
" Mr. Dacres," said Stanhope Vane, turn- 
ing towards him politely, " I don't like to 
offer you what Mr. Keeley has refused, but if 
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you care for music, you might appreciate the 
opera to-night, as it is to be a grand one, and 
I can only say I should be too flattered by 
your using my tickets." 

"Thank you," began Vaugh?in, in his 
proudest manner, " I am engaged." 

"No manner of use asking him," inter- 
rupted Keeley, in his harum-scarum way. 
" He's got no end of engagements, out every 
night ; the deuce of a game he plays ; young 
ladies all mad about him. I am told (in 
confidence, of course) there's a young countess 
dying for him, and the marriage is likely to 
come off some time in August. There, shut 
up, do," as Vaughan began an indignant ex- 
postulation, " of course, no one expects you 
to allow it — ^would not be the thing. I say. 
Stanhope Vane, I have got some cigars I 
want you to try — ^prime I They are safe in 
one of the despatch boxes in the next room ; 
that's my way of serving my Queen and 
country." 

And away went Keeley, followed by his 



\ 
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friend, after the latter and Dacres had ex- 
changed a formal bow, Keeley delighted at 
having ** put Dacres up." 

Wlicn Stanhope Vane was gone, he re- 
turned to Dacres, and said : 

" Didn't I do that neat ? What do you say 
to the countess ?" 

" Tell you what, Keeley,'' said Dacres, 
^^ donH understand your game at all. What's 
the use of telling lies ?" 

" Lies. Whew I a pretty strong word." 

^^ I shall be obliged to you for letting me 
alone for the future. I don't like being made 
a fool of." 

^^ I beg your pardon, Dacres, but it was so 
rich — to see your face 1 and Stanhope Vane 
taking it all in, Wouldn't have missed it for 
twenty pounds. Didn't I gammon him? 
that's all. He questioned me who the lady 
was when he got outside. I laid it on thick, 
I promise you. By George I haven't seen 
anything so good for a long time." 

It was no use being angry with Keeley ; he 
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was one of those merry-hearted beings on 
whom anger will not stick. Vaughan gave 
it up, and returned to his writing. 

" Don't like that fellow," continued Keeley. 
"He has got a wicked eye — has Stanhope 
Vane." 

" I thought he was your friend," answered 
Dacres, obliged to say something. 

" He looks cruel. Did you hear about the 
strychnine?" 

" He didn't mean it, I suppose, any more 
than you did about the chimpanzee." 

" Don't know I think he's your man for 
any little pleasant aflfair of that kind." 

" Is he ?" said Vaughan, wishing to let the 
subject drop. Why was he to be tormented 
with talking of Mr. Stanhope Vane of all 
people in the world, and on that day of all 
days in the year ? 

When his work for the day was over, 
he set out home, going through the streets 
again much as he had done in the morning, 
with a dim mechanical sense of pain. 
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At his own gate, he stopped with a strange 
revulsion of feeling. He remembered how he 
had left it but a few hours ago a totally diflferent 
being, and all his strength went out of him, 
as Sampson's did, and he became weak as a 
child. Over the gate hung a young willow 
tree. He recollected that morning seeing it 
stand out in the sunshine, one whole mass of 
light quivering green — ^there it was still just 
as bright and green, only the sunlight on it 
was a little mellower, and the green still 
more tender. What to him ? No, to him it 
burnt like fire, and he turned with a sickening 
feeling from aught so fair, and beautifiil. He 
opened the gate, and went in. Lettie sat at 
her accustomed place by the open window 
busy as usual working, The familiar outlines 
of her homely little figure, framed in by the 
window made a pleasant household picture. 

" Fool that I was I" muttered Vaughan to 
himself, "why couldn't I be satisfied with 
what I had I" 

" Oh Vaughan !" said Lettie looking up 
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from her work, as lie entered the room, " I 
am so glad you are come back, earlier than 
usual too— isn't it nice?" 

" Oh, uncommon I" he answered with a rue- 
ful face, as if he were taking senna. 

Lettie being busy with her work, did not 
see it, but went on quietly stitching. 

"I was only thinking just now, how 
pleasant it was to sit here with pleasant work 
to do, and pleasant things to see, and only 
wishing for you to come home." 

" Lettie," said Vaughan abruptly. ** Are 
you always happy ?" 

" How can I help being so," she answered, 
looking surprised. " What have I to make me 
otherwise ?" 

" Heaps of things. At least most people 
have. One wants this, and another wants 
that I As the definition goes, enough is just 
five hundred more than you have." 

The allusion galled the fresh wound, and he 
winced visibly. 

K 5 
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" I don't know, I can't tell, I only know 
I am very happy," answered Lettie. 

Vanghan gazed in silence at liisnster^sfaM^, 
like a clear lake, yon can see to the bottom of 
— ^no shoals in it, nothing but fiur sea-weeds, 
branching out their coral arms. No lava 
streams of pain and passion had flowed forth 
npon that life, no struggles with volcanic 
heavings had forced the flame of human 
anguish through its vents and chasms. 

Vaughan looked at the fskce, and it rested 
him like moonlight. 

" Love me, Lettie — ^always, always, Lettie," 
he exclaimed passionately. 

"Of course," she said^ surprised at the 
outbreak. 

Her words were quiet; and he flung himself 
away, dissatisfied, unreasonable man, bc^sause 
ihej were not t^ped with flame. 

Then came dinner. Lettie saw there was 
something the matter with him, for he talked 
by fits and starts, sent away his plate un- 
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touched, and drank glass after glass of wine, 
as if it were water. She asked no questions, 
but when the cloth was removed went to the 
piano forte, and sang to him in the twilight. 
Her woman's tact chose out in an instant the 
right songs, soft and gentle ones, and at last 
her voice subsided into a hymn. 



'* Lead, kindly light amid the encircling gloom, 
Lead thou me on, 
The night is dark, and I am far from home, 

Lead thou me on, 
Till with the moon, those angel faces smile 
That I have loved long since, and lost awhile/' 



When she turned round, Vaughan's face 
was bidden in his arms, on the window-sill, 
and she heard him sob, a deep dry sob. 

" Vaughan I" her arm was round his neck 
in a moment. 

" Lettie, can you guess? Adelaide — " 

In an instant intuition leapt straight at the 
truth. She forgot to be surprised at it even. 

" I would have loved her so," he presently 
said. ^^ I may not be as handsome, or as 



204 TAMING A SHREW. 

clever as the popinjays round her, but my 
heart is true to its core at least. Psha 1 
that is nothing in a w^oman's eyes though." 

"JDon't say that." 

*' Lettie, I shall go abroad." 

Her heart* gave a great bound, and then 
grew still — ^but in the darkness he could not 
see her face, and his own anguish made him 
for the moment deaf and dumb to another's 
cry of pain. 

" Where will you go ?" she said. ' 

" Where ?" he answered, fiercely. " All 
places are alike to me now. My lot is a hard 
one." 

Had he forgotten all his thirty years of 
comparative peace and happiness. No dark 
cloud had broken into thunder over his life 
before. Did all this pass for nought ? Alas ! 
it does with most of us. Years of immunity 
from suffering are all cancelled by one hour 
of storm. 

"Vaughan, dear," and Lettie's voice was 
sweet as angel's pleadings. " Trial must 
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come to each of us. May it not be to mould 
us into shape?" 

" I have never thought of these things, as 
you have, Lettie," he said, somewhat humbly, 
after a few moments' pause (perhaps the mould- 
ing-into-shape process had alraady begun). 
" I only know it seems hard, but there 1 I 
don't doubt there is One above us who settles 
everything right. I'll make shift to bear it 
somehow. After all, this life may not be 
long in my hand to be such a dead weight." 

" Oh, Vaughan ! brother,", and Lettie clung 
to him. "Don't speak so. Your life is the gift of 
God, and be sure all His gifts are good and 
beautiful." 

"Beautiful?" 

" Hush — ^hush ! You are tired now, dearest. 
God has something good for you in store. I 
know He has," and Lettie's plain face grew 
emphatic in the darkness, tender lights and 
tender shadows glittering over it, as she knelt 
beside her brother. 
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" Trust Him with your Kfe and happiness, 
and you shall find both/' 

They were together at the window wjiich 
was still open. The moon was rising through 
the poplar tree, and began to fill the room 
with its soft, tremulous light. A feeling of 
something infinitively great — infinitely vast — 
something immeasurably superior ov^r earth, 
and all its puny trials, rose in Vaughan's 
heart. What was earth, all its feverishness, 
all its fi-et? Would it last for ever? nay; 
could it last beyond a few more years at the 
best? Was there not something more in 
store ? Oh 1 the Divine mysteries of conso- 
lation. Can we tell why, at one moment, our 
life lies in our hand — a barren thing ; the 
next it is a heaven-tipped arrow. Can we 
tell why to-day all the wells of life are dry 
and dusty, and to-morrow they are full, and 
overflow? Days of heaviness — ^nights of 
weariness — a thick mantle of darkness, shut- 
ting in earth, and shutting out heaven. When, 
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lo I through all the dimness, glides in a sun- 
beam, and changes it all to a golden hue. So > 
it happened to Vaughan Dacres. He heard 
the voice of God, walking in the garden in 
the cool of the day, and hid himself in the 
thicket of his own grief, bec£^use he was 
afraid. Notwithstanding, the call had come 
to him, and the licking into shape had begun. 
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CHAPTER XI. 



SPINNING A WEB. 

At ten o'clock that same evening, Adelaide 
appeared in the drawmg-room, looking even 
more brilliant than usual. Her dress dotted 
all over with flowers, and flashing gems on 
arm and throat, but an unquiet spirit was 
looking out from those splendid eyes, and a 
restless colour coming and going on her cheek. 
She was to go to a ball that evening, under 
the chaperonage of Mrs. Montagu Meredith. 
Mr. Boyd had an engagement, which pre- 
vented his going. Mrs. Montagu Mere- 
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dith, a friend (so called) of Adelaide's, was 
a woman, whom nature had stamped in- 
significant, and whose whole existence was a 
struggle to escape from the verdict. Her life 
was one long contortion, in which she twisted 
and turned talents and appearance, in 
hopes that they would at last assume some 
shape that would be better worth looking at. 
To avoid being called " a good sort of little wo- 
man enough," she ran the risk of being set 
down as a disreputable one, for rather than 
be overlooked she preferred to be notorious, 
and would almost have suffered cheerfully on 
the gallows for the sake of her dying speech 
being in the Times next morning. 

At eleven o'clock, Mrs. Meredith's carriage 
was at Mr. Boyd's door. By the time they 
reached Lady Susan McKenzie's house, 
where the ball was to be given, it was already 
crowded. There was no getting up the stair- 
case without danger to life and limb. There 
were no seats to be had and no fresh air ei- 
ther. As for dancing that was an impossi- 
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bility, unless the rabble in the centre of the 
room, who hustled, and fought, and kicked their 
way onwards, by a pleasant figment, could so be 
called employed. Of course, therefore, it was 
a delightful party, it being the great aim of 
the hostess to have her house so closely 
packed, that there should be neither standing, 
sitting, nor breathing space, — ^her happiness 
culminating into transport at that blissful 
moment, when the crowd becomes so great 
at the door, that there is no getting in at it. 

" Now, I expect you to be unexceptionally 
well-behaved," said Mrs. Meredith to Ade- 
laide. 

"Of course I shall be." 

" Then don't go dancing with any half-pay 
lieutenants, that's all. Just think now, if you 
should take a fancy to one for life, what would 
Mr. Boyd say?" 

" You needn't be afraid," said Adelaide with 
a fierce look. " I mean to sell myself dear, 
you may be sure 1" 

" Here comes the Hon. George Steyne. I 
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will introduce him to you — an excellent ^arftf, 
though he is a younger son." 

Mr. Steyne lounged up, an elaborately got 
up young man, the most remarkable thing 
about him being the bow of his white cravat. 
The tying of that had so completely absorbed 
his mind that there was none of it left for any 
other purpose. 

" How do you do, Mr. Steyne ? Going to 
dance?" 

"Too much trouble this hot night, by Jove !'' 
and sticking his glass in his eye he honoured 
Adelaide with a stare. Then whispered to 
Mrs. Meredith : " Uncommon fine girl, that, 
— ^who is she ?" 

Mrs. Meredith introduced her, as "my 
friend. Miss Boyd." 

" Dance this quadrille?" enquired the gen- 
tleman of her. " Don't like dancing generally 
it's such a bore, — ^but do favour me." 

" Too much teouble this hot evening." 

" Now, too cruel that, 'ponmy word," con- 
tinued her companion, who always made it a 
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point to save himself as mach as possible, and 
never said a word more than was absolutely 
necessary. " Like balls ?" 

" It entirely depends." 

" Like them pretty well myself, only they 
are such a bore. Hate being bored, don't you?" 

" I never knew how much I hated it till 
this moment." 

" Don't say so ?" said the Honble. George, 
entirely innocent of her meaning. " A cwowd 
is a great bore, to be sure, meet people one 
knows, and one has to speak to them. Vewy 
great bore." 

" Just so ! You quite say what I think 1" 

"Do I now! Oh, you're not going!" as 
the lady of the house presented a gentleman 
to Adelaide, who asked for the pleasure of the 
next dance, to which she gave a hasty assent. 
" I thought you wouldn't dance." 

" Not with you. It was to spare you the 
exertion entirely," and away she went, with a 
faint " By Jove !" fired oflF after her, as a 
parting salute. 
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Her companion was not lively, a weak- 
looking young man, with damp hair, lying 
uncomfortably round a limp face, and powers 
of speech after the manner of spasms. 

** Very hot weather this," and he wiped 
his forehead with his handkerchief, as if he 
felt it very hot indeed. 

" Veiy." 

" Nice room this to dance in." 

" Yes, it is particularly good." 

A pause, during which the gentleman un- 
derwent convulsions, then he brought up 
another remark : — 

" It has been a very fine day." 
Which was such a piece of news to Adelaide, 
that she replied : 

" You don't mean to say so !" 

Dead lock No. 2, during which the lady 
bit off the tip of her fan, while her partner, 
after a narrow scrutiny of the ceiling, found 
out that " the room was a good deal crowded. 
Ball rooms generally were." 
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To which safe proposition she assented. 

Dead-lock No. 3 ; then another spasm came 
on. 

"Been to many balls this season ?" 

" About, half a hundred." 

" Don't care about balls much myself, but 
then I'm not strong, and crowded rooms seem 
hot." 

" Your mamma should not let you come," 
said Adelaide gravely. 

" She always says it is not a good thing 
for me." 

" I am quite of her opinion. I should ad- 
vise you not to try it again." 

Total paralysis here ensued, and the rest of 
the quadrille was performed in dumb show. 

" Voits votis amibsez^^ said some one in a 
low tone behind Adelaide. 

" Oh, Mr. Stanhope Vane, is it you?" she 
answered, with a look of relief. 

" Will you dance this next waltz with me ?" 

" Very happy." 
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" Your partner seemed brilliant," said Stan- 
hope Vane, when his turn came to claim her 
hand. 

" Semarkably so. I can't think where he 
coold have picked up so much news. J ust think, 
he actually had found out to-day was very 
fine, and the room was rather crowded." 

" All by himself! Well, that was an effort 
of mind." 

"Didn't he cling to the weather like a 
drowning man to a straw ? I suppose he was 
afraid of being swamped if he let it go." 

" Don't be severe, Miss Boyd. What's a 
fellow to do ? It is the oar with which one 
pushes off into the deep waters of conversa- 
tion." 

" Ahem — ^if one doesn't get entangled in the 
weeds on the bank." 

'' Aimed at me, I suppose. Let me take a 
plunge then. Ahem ! Miss Boyd, are you a 
disciple of Locke ?" 

"Pshaw!" 
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" He repudiates innate ideas, as you know, 
and from this moment I agree with him, thej 
are decidedly derived." 

" Can't you talk sense ?" 

" Let me go on. I'm coming to the sense. 
Derived from the inspiration charms like yours 
aflford." 

" An inspiration you draw, I suspect, from 
each of your partners in succession." 

" Miss Boyd, you wrong' me." 

" Oh ! of course.^ You didn't make the same 
remark to that lady in pink you were dancing 
with? You are upon your oath, remem- 
ber." 

" Can you suppose I have such bad taste as 
to admire her ?" 

" How can I tell ? She is put together like 
a cactus — head and arms seem to have been 
pinned on to her body in a great hurry, which 
explains her not yet having learnt the use of 
them. Still there is no accounting for taste." 

" Except in some instances." 
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" I make no exceptions. Do you admire 
tliis young lady ?" 

** The one trying the innocent dodge, white 
muslin and forget-me-nots ? Do you ?" 

" Her face is very like a bread pudding, 
but then, you know, some people like plain 
^puddings with nothing in them." 

" And some people like Caviare. What do 
you think of the gentleman she is dancing 
with? He is considered handsome." 

'* That limp-looking man with the dreadful 
stare? He must have been through the 
mangle, for all the starch has got into the 
whites of his eyes." 

" You are severe. There is Lord Horton 
coming this way ; do you approve of him ?" 

" A mere bust in a hairdresser's shop — all 
hair and no brains ; and as for his brother ! 
Guy Fawkes himself! I can't make out why 
he hasn't been made a bonfire of long before 
now. Here come a serious pair, going through 
a waltz as if the gallows awaited them when 
it was over." 

VOL. I. L 
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"Your true Englishman always does. 
* England expects every man to do Ids duty ;' 
so he resigns himself to a dance as other men 
do to an execution. See how he is straining 
every muscle — ^how anxiety is depicted on his 
countenance — ^how he clings with the grasp of 
despair to his partner. Will he get safely to 
the end of the room without running foul of 
anyone, or not? The chances are against 
him. I bet you a dozen pair of gloves he 
wonH. I told you so — down he goes, and 
doesn't his partner look sweetly on him, 
that's all !" 

" I don't wonder. Were I in her place, I 
should look like thunder and lightning." 

" Then I trust I may never be in his place, 
when I dance with you. Your angry looks 
would kill me." 

" Men are not so easily killed, Mr. Stanhope 
Vane." 

^' Ah ! Miss Boyd," and he tried hard to 
fall into an attitude. 

" Now, pray don't trouble yourself to look 
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up a suitable compliment for me// replied 
Adelaide, with a strange light glancing in her 
eje, " for here is the end of this waltz, and 
Oapt Medwin is coming to claim me for the 
next dance, I see." 

" Dance the one after with me, will you 
notr 

" I am engaged." 

** The next r 

"No." 

"Oh I Miss Boyd, you will give me one 
other, or I shall not survive this evening." 

" Eeally ! that would be a public loss. 
Well, you can come up by and bye, and if I 
am not tired, I possibly may dance one other 
with you," and away she went with Capt. 
Medwin. 

" Saucy jade !" was Stanhope Vane's com- 
mentary, as he looked after her, biting his 
lips. " She's the first woman I ever knew 
who didn't knock under to a compliment at 
once — ^plenty of mettle in her — a very panther, 
with her gleaming skin and brilliant eyes! 
L 2 
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She's worth something — ^not like most young 
ladies — ^mere wax dolls dressed up!" 

" Tu ne danses pas dcmc migwmne /'* said a 
voice just behind him. 

He tamed romid and saw two ladies seated 
close by. The former was a French lady 
bright and lively. The latter was a young 
lady he knew, a Miss Jermyn, just out of the 
school room. 

" I am not going to dance this dance," re- 
plied the latter, making a virtue of necessity, 
no partner being forthcoming. 

" Tiens^ ma mie^ et pourquoif — Danse done 
avec ton cotisin — ce jeuve homme M, ce pauvre 
Monsieur Jean Hamilton — " 

" Don't teaze, Hortense — I don't want to 
dance." 

" Won't you break so cruel a resolution ?" 
said Stanhope Vane, coming forward. 

He smiled to himself to see the delight that 
spread itself over the damsel's face, then 
the curious mixture of feelings that followed, 
a great wish to dance with him (for as he was 
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known to be fastidious in . his choice of 
partners, it was an honour for a damsel just 
come out) and a due regard to proprieties. 

" I have just said I would not dance/' she 
replied, half hesitating. 

" Take pity on me, Miss Jermyn. Ah I that 
is right/' and he led off his no-way-reluctant 
captive, and devoted himself to her for the 
next half hour. 

Stanhope Vane could not say two words to 
a woman without trying to impress her. He 
liked to get people into his power, that was 
his dram, just as flirtation was Adelaide 
Boyd's. It was the wine of life to both, with- 
out which existence would have seemed dull 
as ditch-water. This man had mesmepc 
faculties also — ^like the basilisk, he first fasci- 
nated his victims then crushed them. To 
feed this propensity he played upon the wires 
of their minds with looks and tones that drew 
out all their music, then he threw them on 
one side, because, forsooth, he was tired of 
them. So he wrung out all the beauty from 
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many a woman's heart, as one wrings out 
water from a wet fleece — ^then went on his 
way rejoicing. 

" How well they play !" said Stanhope Vane 
.to his partner. 

The remark was commonplace, but the 
tone in which it was said made it sound 
sweet as honey. 

"Beautifolly mdeed." 

^' A perfect match for your dancing." 

" Oh, Mr. Stanhope Vane!" 

**I never pay compliments,'' he said with 
the utmost eflfrontery. 

He knew she was a green hand, not up to 
the ways of the world, as Miss Boyd would 
have been. 

** Indeed, I don't dance at all well, so you 
mustn't think so." 

" Mustn't ? May I not think the fact ?" 

" Oh but I don't really," replied Miss 
Jermyn blushing. 

She took all his speeches literally. A year 
hence she will be wiser. 
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"My sister dances very well/' she con- . 
tinued. " She was the best dancer at Mon*- 
sieur Delplanqne's Academy." 

" Dear me, what an interesting thing, but 
I am sure you were too/' 

" Oh no ! Monsieur used to say I was awk- 
ward." 

. "Monsieur lacked discrimination evidently 
— ^you are grace itself." 

" Oh, please don't say so, because I'm not 
indeed— I often am awkward, I am really." 

Stanhope Vane was amused beyond words 
at her seriously setting to work to deprecate 
his compliments. He liked something fresh 
by way of a change, and proceeded further to 
trot her out. 

" You are very severe upon yourself — I 
suppose that is by way of contrast to your 
friends I" 

" Eh ?" said Miss Jermyn nonplussed. 

(" Commentary alwars required with pina- 
fore young ladies 1" he muttered.) "Your 
Ifrieijids have so many pretty things to say 
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of you, Miss Jermyn, that you now and then 
indulge in a few strictures to vary the matter." 

" Oh no I indeed you mustn't think people 
think so well of me." 

" Not when it is a truth ? I suppose then 
I mustn't think either that your wreath is very 
becoming, because that is another truth. 
(Hideous combination, made of oyster sheik 
I do believe.) Suits the wearer exactly. It 
really is a sweet thing in wreaths." 

"Do you think it pretty?" said Miss 
Jermyn, who was getting very red in the 
&ce, from blushes and delight. 

" Don't I — (I'd better shut up now, or she'll . 
have a fit — what capabilities of blood to the 
head these school girls have to be sure!) 
You are not tired are you-?" 

" Oh no." 

" I should be so sorry to tire you, so give 
me credit for unselfishness. I dare say now 
you thought I was a cross, selfish kind of 
fellow. Tell the truth, didn't you?" 

Poor Miss Jermyn, she wasn't up to 
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quarrelliQg^{mr^a^5^ le temps, as she will be 
when broken in b j a London season, so 
she blushed a little redder, and was dumb. 

("Bless the girl! this is np-hill work — 
got to find the talk, and do the talk too) — 
Were you looking for a seat ? Now I call that 
cruel." 

" I don't much mind." 

" You look pale. I cannot have it on my 
conscience to keep you standing one moment 
longer," exclaimed Stanhope Vane quite 
energetically. " I will find you a seat that is 
perfection." 

He took so much trouble about the chair, 
drawing it out of the draught and into the 
light, no wonder innocent Miss Jermyn was 
flattered — what wonder if she does go home 
and dream to-night of a dark pair of 
moustaches ; whilst their owner walked away 
jfrom her with a suppressed yawn and a men- 
tal " By jove I that's a good deed done, tired as 
if rd been in the treadmill — bread-and-butter 
L 6 
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girls are so deuced heayj in hand I Now for 
my reward." 

^^ Miss Boyd, may I have the pleasure of 
this next dance?' 

** I am engaged/' 

" Cruel 1 if you only knew what I have just 
been undergoing. Nature is exhausted by the 
effort/' 

" Then it is a pity to repeat it/' 

"Miss Boyd, as if there was any com- 
parison/' 

Adelaide's eyes glittered coldly, and she 
answered as she turned away disdainfully : — 

*' I am not going to give you the oppor- 
tunity of making any. Captain Med win, this 
room is hot, let us try the next one." 

Stanhope Vane uttered something that 
sounded not unlike a curse. 

(♦* She shall repent it yet — I'll conquer her — 
I'll break her into my will, as I do this 
flower — ^yes, the time shall come) — I beg your 
pardon Mrs. Meredith." 
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" So you should, throwing that rose bud 
right at me — ^aa unusual eflfervesence on your 
part/' said Mrs. Meredith, who was close by. 

^^ Ten thousand pardons I It was withered, 
so I threw it away regardless of conse- 
quences." 

^^ Heartless man, is that the way you treat 
old Mends? cast on one side when they are 
used up." 

" Why not. I like my friends very well — 
whilst they can serve me — ^when they can't, 
addioT 

"Fie, for shame r 

** Come now, Mrs. Meredith, we are too 
much people of the world, both of us, to set 
up for maudlin benevolence. One's friends 
and one's cook equally supply a want we 
feel." 

" Dear me — ^whatare you talking about?' 

" Demonstrating that friendship is a reci- 
procation of advantages, like codks, or any- 
thing else — capite ?" 
* "Not I — ^all that is too deep for nie — ^there, 
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look at your flower, it is all trodden under- 
foot/' 

A curious expression passed over Stanhope 
Vane's fece — ^that face that like the earth, was 
always one side in Ught, the other in shadow — 
the former he turned on society, the latter he 
kept for himself. 

"It has played its part," he answered, 
"and what can man, or thing want to do 
more?" 

'' How philosophical we are to day !" said 
Mrs. Meredith with a silly laugh. " How 
came you to think anything so proper?" 

" A thief is now and then honest, by acci- 
dent. Apply that also, and then you will 
get at the reason." 

" Dear me, I hope I shan't follow it — -just 
think if I should turn out philosophical also 
by accident." 

"I will guarantee you against such a 
calamity. Where Mrs. Meredith is, all follow 
suit." 
< "There, that's a fit speech at last — ^th6 
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first sensible thing I have heard you say to- 
night." 

" Following your lead. (Bless the woman, 
hope^she isn't going to be too tender, does . 
bore a fellow sol) Then, as Adelaide's face 
flashed across him in a sudden turn in the 
dance, he continued (wait awhile young 
lady — ^your turn is now, mine comes by and 
bye. All things gravitate to one another, and 
you gravitate to me. Life brings us things 
very surely — ^make no row, cut bono f events 
march on^ptano^ pmmsstmo — ^they march, and 
I wait 1 ) Miss Boyd, here is a seat for you." 

" Won't you come down and take an ice," 
said her partner to her. 

" No, thank you, I will rest here," and the 
gentleman retired, something discomfited by 
her manner. 

" You seem fatigued," said Stanhope Vane. \ 

" I well may be. That man I was dancing \ 
with is a perfect tee-totum, spins round and .^ 

round like a humming top 1" ^ 

" Unlucky Captain Medwin I By the way, \ 
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is not Mr. Dacres a cousin of yours ?" His 
penetrating eyes were fixed on her scrutinis^ 
ingly that she couldn't help a sudden signal 
of flame rushing to her cheek. 

" Yes/' she answered, " he is a kind of one ; 
that is, the two families are both descended 
from Adam. Why?" 

" No reason, beyond that I happened to 
come across him to-day, and that put me in 
mind that I had seen him at your house. I 
went to call on a friend at the ^ Tapes and 
Taxes/ and there I met him. What an 
energetic man he is, so busy and cheerful ?" 

What, had he felt so little her rejection of 
him, that the next moment he was actually 
busy and cheerM at his office ? So he meant 
what he said, when he told her he despised 
her I That contempt had cured his love, and 
he was thankful for his escape, no doubt! 
Well I and what cared she if he were ? Not 
a pin I 

" My friend Keeley tells me,'' pursued 
rStanhope Vane, *' he is getting quite fashion- 
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able. He didn't look that cut of man at all. 
Got two or three parties on hand every night I 
He told me some story about a lady who is 
very mueh attached to him, and he thinks the 
marriage will come off by and bye 1" 

It was a random shaft he let fly, to see 
whether it would hit or not, and a gleam 
came into his steel-blue eyes, as he saw 
Adelaide's hand close fiercely on her bouquet. 

" Happy flowers to be so honoured I" 

^^Pshal" she said, throwing them down, 
'' they are dead I" 

He took them up, picked the Cape jessa- 
mine from their centre, and placed it in his 
button-hole. 

" It blooms again— «ee I It is mine, and I 
rejoice." 

" Psha I Ah I Mrs. Meredith, I have been 
wondering where you were. It is getting late 
do you know." 

"Tired?" 

"No — ^who said I was? I am jfresh as a 
lark, but all things must come to an end ; 
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for, like Hamlet's ghost, I 'gin to sc^it tlie 
moming air — and nncannj things ought to 
go to their appointed places before then." 

" Well, before we go, I want to arrange for 
onr next meeting; Adelaide, yon must come 
and dine with me next Tuesday and go to the 
opera. Bosio sings/* 

" I shall like it very much.'' 

^^ Mr. Stanhope Vane, I will also ask you, 
if you promise to behave well, and not do as 
you did last time — come in time for dessert, 
when we asked you to dinner." 

^^ I promise to be exemplary. How can I 
help it," he added, in a low tone to Adelaide, 
" with such an inducement." 

He put the ladies into their carriage, then 
turned away with the same words on his 
lips: — 

"Courage, mon garfon^ events march on, 
jnano^ pianissimo^ they march, and I wait." 
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CHAPTER XII. 



CATCHING A TARTAR. 

" I SAY, Stanhope Vane, you dine with us to- 
night at ' the Rag ' remember ?" 

*' Can't, forgot I had a previous engage- 
ment." 

"The deuce r 

" Don't flurry yourself, my dear' fellow, in- 
finitely obliged to you, and all that sort of 
thing ; but can't do it I" 

" Hallo I What's up now? Been refused 
by the Boyd — down in the mouth, in conse- 
quence?" 

Stanhope Vane turned a contemptuous 
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glance on the last speaker — an attenuated 
goose, with a little down on his chin. " You 
seem to mistake your case for mine/' And 
Gosling flushed up -red enough to show the 
stroke had gone home. 

" Never mind, Tufton," continued Stanhope 
Vane. " We all know you are refused regu- 
larly once a week, during the season." 

"You don't r 

" Take a Mend's advice, apply sticking 
plaister to the wound, and it will heal." 

" Sir, you insult me I" 

"Pooh I" interposed a broad-shouldered, 
good tempered looking man. " Don't be such 
an ass, Tufton, can't have a row here." And 
he led off his victim. 

" He is so rich I" burst out one of the group 
standing round. 

" Isn't he? but about this dinner. Stanhope 
Vane — Frere, and Charlie Home, are coming 
— want you ?" 

" Sorry, my dear fellow. Promised to dine 
at Mrs. Meredith's." 
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"With a chance of the Boyd. Lucky 
fellow, you. Tell you what — I think you're 
bit — see your game, but you won't win 1" 

" What will you bet that I shan't ?" 

" Two twenties I" 

" Pooh 1 • wouldn't take that on my horse — 
much less on my wife-No, make it fifties ?" 

"Done." 

" And you, Hayward ?" 

" Ditto." 

" All right." . 

" You'll lose," said Hayward. 

"Time will shew." 

"You don't suppose the Boyd will take 
anything less than a Marquisate ?" 

"Time will shew." 

" Good I" chuckled Hayward, " I'm sure 
of my game." 

" And I, of mine." (" Events march on, 
piano — ^pianissimo — ^they march, and I wait,") 
he added to himself. 

Punctual to the hour he was in Grosvenor 
Street. 
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"You deserve a good-conduct prize, to- 
day/' said Mrs. Meredith, as she rose to greet 
him. " Neither Miss Boyd nor Mr. Talbot, 
who are both coming, are arrived." 

" My dear lady, yoii injured my character 
and prospects, by hinting I was not punctual 
last time; so I clear up old scores to-day." 

" Bon I Mr. Meredith has found out, what 
he always does when he is going to the 
Opera, that it is a damp night ; so you and 
Mr. Talbot, must squire us." 

" Delighted r 

" Of course," and for the next five minutes, 
iliat kind of badinage went on, which usually 
ensues between two people, who have a quar- 
ter of an hour on hand, and don't know how 
otherwise to get rid of it. 

" Mr. Talbot" — announced the butler. 

Enter that individual, a barrister, in good 
practise, neat in speech, trim in figure, and 
medium in age. 

Some minutes elapsed, still Miss Boyd did 
not make her appearance. 
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"What o'clock is it?" enquired Mrs. 
Meredith, of her husband. 

" My dear ?" and from the depths of his 
arm-chair, Mr. Meredith, a ruminating animal 
of sleek proportions, lifted up mildly enquir- 
ing eyes. 

" I asked you what o'clock it was. Tommy." 
(This was the name by which Mrs. Meredith 
designated her ponderous elderly husband, 
possibly from the love of contrasts). 

He slowly raised a large pocket- watch from 
a larger pocket — " Three minutes and a quar- 
ter to seven." 

"Miss Boyd is very late," said Mrs. 
Meredith. "We had better not wait for 
her. Tommy 1" 

Her husband remained quiescent for five 
minutes, then said : 

" Did you speak, my dear?" 

" Of course I did. Hadn't I better order 
dinner. Miss Boyd will be here by the time 
it is on the table ?" 

" On no account, on no account I" ex- 
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claimed Mr. Meredith, shewing, for the first 
time, signs of life. " How inconsiderate you 
are, the fish will be spoiled I Miss Boyd 
may be a quarter of an hour, yet I'* 

" Oh, very well," answered his wife, im- 
patiently, '* then we shall miss the overture, 
that's all." 

" Better miss twenty overtures," said Mr. 
Meredith, testily, " than spoil the dinner." 

" Miss Boyd," announced the butler. 

" My dear. Miss Boyd I" exclaimed Mrs. 
Meredith ** I was beginning to be in despair 
— and Bosio sings I" 

" I am sorry," said Adelaide, indifferently ; 
^^ but I have been so teased with visitors aU 
this afternoon, that I have not had time even 
for my 5 o'clock tea." 

" That 5 o'clock tea," said Stanhope Vane, 
as he shook hands with her, ^^ symptomatic of , 
the decline and fall of nations." . ' 

*^That is a new theory, and I own to not i 
seemg it. 

"Why, does not Gibbon inform us, that 
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luxury sapped the foundations of the Eoman 
Empire?" 

" Really, I don't know; my school-days 
lie quite amongst the antediluvian times." 

" And you don't expect to see Macaulay's 
New Zealander, taking his stand on a broken 
arch of London Bridge, to sketch the ruins of 
St. Paul's? All brought about by this age of 
luxurious 5 o'clock teas, and such super- 
fluities?" 

" Ahem I ditto cigars." 

" No, we class them amongst the neces- 
saries of life." 

" About as much necessaries as my ear- 
rings." 

" Much more. Miss Boyd needs neither 
necessaries, nor accessories, to make her 
irrresistible." 

" By the way, my dear," said Mrs. Meredith, 
striking into the conversation, ^' why did you 
put on that dress, it isn't half so pretty as the 
one you wore the other night." 
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"I think it prettier; I appeal to Mr. 
Stanhope Vane^ for a casting vote?' 

Stanhope Vane's eyes had already given 
their verdict of approval. He was a con- 
noisseur in ladies' dresses. Adelaide generally 
dressed to the extreme. There was something 
in her that naturally flamed out into magni- 
ficence. She could not help breaking out 
into &shionS) and colours, that in others might 
have been called bad taste ; but they suited 
her so exactly, that one reversed the judg- 
ment and called it good taste instead. 

^^ I think that is a pretty dress/' said Mr. 
Meredith, slowly bringing up his guns to the 
point of attack, as he touched the garment 
with large, clumsy fingers. '* White muslin 
always is pretty for young ladies." 

"White muslin I" exclaimed his wife. 
" Shows how much you know about it, 
Tommy." 

" / wear white muslin," said Adelaide, 
" not I. Should as soon think of putting a 



r 
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cross on my prayer-book. It would be sail- 
ing under false colours. White muslin is 
sacred to good little girls. Don't you know 
all the good heroines in novels invariably 
wear a simple white dress, with a single flower 
in their hair?" 

" But, Miss Boyd,'' said Stanhope Vane, 
" The most finished art is simplicity." ^ 

" I don't set up either for art or nature. 
I am a hybrid, between the two ; of a complex 
composition, neither brick nor marble, but 
just stucco." 

" The stucco doesn't look amiss." 

" Why should it ? It is capable of mould- 
ing, and takes paint. Maximum of shew, 
minimum of cost. I have an idea I am talk- 
ing political economy. Am I right ?" 

" Ah I" said Mr. Meredith, with a large 
sigh of relief, as the butler opened the door 
and announced — " Dinner is on the table ;" 
in about as lively a tone as if he had said, 
" Your coffins are ready." 

" We'll discuss matters overfish and soup," 

VOL. I. M 
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pleasanter way, eh? Miss Boyd, allow me ?" 
continued Mr. Meredith. 

Miss Boyd " allowed " him to try and tow 
her downstairs, which, the staircase being 
narrow, and he wide, proved an utter failure. 
All he could do was to dodge her down, he 
treading on her dress the whole way, with 
imminent peril to that, and his own nose. 

Proceeding down stairs to dinner with a lady 
tucked under your arm is pleasure under diffi- 
culties in the present fashion. You go at it 
valiantly, but a mist swims before your eyes. 
Who knows whether next moment you may 
not be lying a helpless mass at the bottom of 
the stairs, tripped up by the agency of crino- 
line? If the fates are propitious, and you escape 
extremes, the balustrade catches errant pieces 
of drapery, and a dead-lock ensues. You 
dart at it, to disentangle it, and tear the skirt 
half off. The lady loses her temper, and you, 
your breath, before you arrive at the dinner- 
table. Pity the sorrows of gentlemen, in 
these days of crinoline ! 
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" I am so obliged to that young lady for 
being late," said Mr. Talbot, as he seated 
himself on one side of his hostess, " for it 
made me seem quite punctual, which some- 
times I am so busy, it is hard to be. My time 
is at every one's disposal but my own/' 

" Tell you what, Talbot," said Mr. Mere- 
dith, as he elaborately spooned up his soup ; 
" I think yours is a hard case — ^never a 
moment to yourself. So much business on 
hand, I am quite sorry for you." 

" Wait to be sorry for me, till I have none 
on hand. As the man said to his friends 
when his wife left him, ' Don't pity me till she 
comes back again.' " 

*' But it must be a great bore," remarked 
Mi-. Meredith, " to be always busy." 

" I like it. A knotty case now to me is a 
mental shower-bath, strings up the nerves, 
and makes me keen as the north wind." 

" Really 1" said Stanhope Vane. 

He examined the barrister with the interest 
attaching to a new psychological study — " It 

;^i 2 
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is quite refreshing to hear of such an appetite 
for work." 

" Things in this world are tolerably equal !" 
said Mr. Talbot, with a laugh. " You gentle- 
men, with nothing to do but lounge in Rotten 
Row, no doubt look down upon us hard- 
worked lawyers with great pity. We return 
the compliment, we thank heaven it never 
blessed us with the curse of idleness." 

"Don't dispute it. Always wished my 
father had apprenticed me to some trade," an- 
swered Stanhope Vane. 

Whereat Mrs. Meredith giggled, and said: 
" How shocking I" 

And Adelaide just lifted her eyebrows at 
such nonsense. 

Nonsense, which notwithstanding were the 
truest words Stanhope Vane had uttered that 
day. This man, a trifler in drawing-rooms, 
an idler in Rotten Row, had he been brought 
up to it, would have made an excellent 
carpenter or shoemaker. His abilities, 
having nothing whereon to exercise them- 
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selves, had taken up flirting as a trade, 
and developed it into a science. His ener- 
gies now spent themselves on weaving webs 
to catch flies, and setting limed twigs for 
young birds ; whereas the hard facts of work 
by using them up would have converted him 
into an honest hearted man, who was now 
only a cross between puppy and wolf. 

" I should not like to be so busy," said 
Mrs. Meredith, with a pretty little simper, 
and a shrug of her white shoulders. 

" My dear lady. Heaven forbid you should I" 
answered the barrister. " Ladies have their 
lap dogs and their crotchet, what can they 
want more ? But to us, who are of rougher 
mould, it is pleasant to study the animal man 
in all its phases/' 

" Doesn't heighten your appreciation of the 
article, I should think," said Stanhope Vane, 
as he sipped his champagne. 

" It brings one round to Adam Smith's de- 
finition of him. ^ Man is an animal that makes 
bargains.' " 
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^^ No doubt jon have liad opportonities of 
verifying it" 

^^ Lawyers would be badly oSj but for that 
propensity." 

^^ I always liked that definition of Sydney 
Smith's, wasn't it?" said Adelaide, "man 
opens like an oyster, with a knife and fork«" 

" Ha, ha !" said Mr. Meredith, who could 
understand and appreciate that remark. "Very 
good indeed !" 

" I have seen human nature under many 
strange aspects," said Mr. Talbot. "Mrs. 
Meredith, did I ever tell you what happened 
to me, when I was at Tralee ?" 

"No. TeUusnow." 

^^ I was at the Assizes there, last year, when 
a man was tried for felony. His innocence was 
proved by the evidence ; but notwithstanding 
that, the jury returned a verdict of guilty. 
* Gentlemen,' said the astonished judge, 'Gen- 
tlemen, the prisoner's innocence was clearly 
proved!' 'Sure enough, your honour,' re- 
turned the foreman, ' he is innocent of the 
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crime now charged against him, entirely! 
but he stole my grey mare last Christmas, 
and bad luck to him/ " 

" I don't dislike that principle," said Ade- 
laide, as they all laughed. " I always thought 
it would be a good rule in every household, 
to scold the servants every morning, because 
they are sure to deserve it before night, and 
to whip the children all round from the same 
reason." 

*'0h, dulce domumV^ hinted ;Mr. Talbot. 

"Well,", said Adelaide, "either we have 
deserved, or shall deserve, correction. So 
better take it perodically, as we do change of 
air and tonics." 

" /shall deserve correction, if I don't hurry 
you. Bosio sings: so gentlemen, I recom- 
mend you not to be too long. Miss Boyd, 
shall .we adjourn?" and Mrs. Meredith led 
the way to the drawing room. 

The two ladies after discussing their dresses 
and their ladies' maids, soon got to the end of 
their tether, so Mrs. Meredith lean't back on 
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the sofa, and became somnolent ; and Adelaide 
went up to the glass-case, about the size of a 
band-box, which the former dignified by the 
name of her conservatory, and examined the 
plants, 

" Admiring natore, Miss Boyd," presently 
said a voice behind her. 

The gentlemen had come up firom the 
dining-room, and Stanhope Vane had joined 
her. 

" Art, rather." 

^^ Multum in parvo I two fountains, and 
flowers of three different zones, aU in four feet 
by four." 

" The flowers seem to like it. What a fine 
Cape Jessamine." 

" I would not change it for this," said Stan- 
hope Vane, pointing to the faded flower he 
still kept in his button-hole. " Do you know 
where I got this?'* 

"Pshal throw it away." 

"Only with my life!" 

"Bathos!" 
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" Pathos I By the way, talking of flowers, 
reminds me that I m^t Mr. Dacres again to- 
day. Do you feel feint ? you look pale I'* 

" Excuse me, perhaps it was the heat." 

" Perhaps it was." 

"Where was I? Oh, talking of Dacres. 
Where do you think I met him ?" 

" Really, Mr. Stanhope Vane, how should I 
know ? I am not in the secret of Mr. Dacres' 
movements." 

" He was in Covent Garden Market, having 
just bought a most exquisite bouquet." 

" And pray, why shouldn't he?" Adelaide 
answered, fiercely. 

" No reason in life, except that he didn't 
look like the stamp of man to play the de- 
voted to any lady. He seemed uncommonly 
jolly, however, I must say; so I suppose 
Keeley is right, and, before long, you will 
have to welcome a new cousin, no doubt." 

" No doubt. Psha 1 what a stupid fan 1" 

" Have you broken it? what a pity. But 
M 5 
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I must tell yoa the end of my stoiy. The 
boaqnet he had just bought was a gem^ so I 
broke the tenth commandm^it on the spot, 
and coveted my neighbour's goods. Wrong, 
wasn't it r 

"Very!" 

^^ I really couldn't help stopping him, to ask 
whether there was another like it left. It 
would have honoured even your hand.*' 

"Miner 

" It would indeed, but all I could get out 
of him was that it was a present for a lady, 
and he looked radiant as he said it. Other- 
wise I think I should have absolutely been 
tempted to ask him to let me have bought it 
of him for you." 

"Sir! I am not accustomed to have my 
presents either begged or borrowed." 

" But if you had only seen it." 

" I should have treated it — so I" 

She snapped off a flower in the c^nserva^ 
tory, and threw it out of the window. 

The angry passion climbed into her throat, 
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and she trod it out with her tender feet against 
the floor. What was in this man's name that 
she could not hear it quietly, like any other 
names ? and he, a plain, awkward man, with 
his beggarly four hundred a yearl Was 
this love ? Nay, even if it beat with its ten 
thousand hands, at every door of her heart, it 
could not, should not be. 

" Adelaide !'' 

Stanhope Vane's face was bending oyer her 
and the steel-blue eyes emitted sparks like 
fire. 

'*If / loved you, could I forget you in 
one week ?" 

What ! had this man read her heart off, easy 
as the pages of a book? 

"Sir!" 

(She struggled for one moment with her 
wrath that worked like " sea after storm.") 

" Sir, you would ixot.take a week to do it, 
you would do it in one day." 

Stanhope Vane heeded not the . infinite 
scorn in the Mswer ; only. ,one . thijag leaped 
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up as a sudden tongue of flame in its midst, 
and he was at its heart in an instant. He had 
her secret, and by its means he would draw 
her now into his own power, as the magnet 
draws the iron. 

" Adelaide, be my wife, and to make you 
happy my life shall be devoted.'* 

" Life, life I" she said, with a bitter little 
cry, "men do not give away their lives so 
easily, except in words." 

" Try me ; give me the chance of proving." 

"Whatr 

"How I care for you." 

" Aye," she said, turning round upon him, 
" a little more than your horse ; not so much 
as your dog." 

" You are unjust." 

And he took her hand. She let it remain 
in his, and he drew her towards him, muttering 
under his breath, " Won." 

^' Believe me I shall have no thought but 
you/' he continued; "to make you happy 
shall be my study — I protest it shall." 



4^ 
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The cloud darkened on Adelaide's brow, 
and all the angry passion lightened over her 
face ; then she hardened into stone. 

"Enough of this, Mr. Stanhope Vane," she 
said, in a hard, dry manner, as she withdrew 
her hand. " You are a man of the world, 
I, a woman of the world; what need for 
French polish ? My fortune is tolerable, my- 
self, ditto ; you want a wife, one who will do 
you credit at the head of your table.. I re- 
quire a position — silk dresses, diamonds — ^you 
can give me them. Bah I these are the terms 
of the contract; a bargain, like anything 
else." 

" So be it," said Stanhope Vane, biting 
down the anger on his lip. " You yourself 
have drawn up the articles. Sign it." 

"I wm." 

They clasped hands. Thus this strange 
marriage proposal was concluded, and Ade- 
laide rushed from the room, exclaiming to 
herself, " It will do very well by and bye ; 
I always meant to marry him, and I will !" 
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While all the time, the fledgling, Love, was 
beginning to cry in her heart, and she tried 
to strangle it in its birth. " I don't care for 
that poor clerk, not 1 1 Poor awkward being, 
with not a sixpence in his purse, and not 
a word on his tongue, and that's a lie! 
Coming, coming directly!" she exclaimed, 
as she heard Mrs. Meredith's voice calling 
her, at the foot of the stairs. She dashed 
some cQld water into her face, and ran down. 
She saw at once from Mrs. Meredith's man- 
ner that Stanhope had hinted at his happiness, 
and she had to submit to being kissed. 

" My dear, how charming ! So very de- 
lightfull" 

" Very — ^if you kiss me so it will spoil the 
set of your rouge." 

" Rouge, indeed I" and Mrs. Meredith got 
naturally red enough this time. " Such an 
idea!" 

" So it is, nothing beyond — a mere soupcon^ 
let me rub it into a little more symmetry," 
and Mrs. Meredith left off her kissing very 
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quickly, while Adelaide's mind was one glare 
of passion. *What business had he to an- 
nounce their engagement like that ? Was it 
to bind her — ^tight. Never fear, she would 
keep it safe enough !' 

" The carriage is at the door,*' announced 
the fimereal butler. 

" Very well. Are you ready, Adelaide ? " 

" Quite." 

" Goodbye then. Tommy. Take care of 
yourself." 

" Tommy" looked up serenely placid from 
his arm chair, and smiled inanely on his gay 
wife, who fluttered down stairs one rainbow 
of colours. 

The overture was long since over when 
they arrived at the opera-house. Many lorg- 
nettes were at once directed ito their box, no 
doubt, as Mr. Talbot said to Adelaide, to look 
at him. 

The opera proceeded. It was a well-known 
one. One of those wild, passionate strains 
that draw out all the hidden music latent in 
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every heart and life, like stored force in coal. 
Adelaide bent forward and felt it sweep over 
her like agreat wind. It lifted up leaf after 
leaf of her heart, making them rustle softly. 
As the first act closed in a concord of sweet 
sounds, the hero and the heroine vowing of 
coarse to live and die for each other, she shut her 
eyes, for she felt life, and the glory of it ; for 
one moment it seemed Eden, and she saw its 
flowers bloom, heard its streams tinkle, and 
beheld the moon and stars, as they shone in 
Paradise. 

" Let me move your chair for you, just a 
little," said Stanhope Vane. " You cannot 
see.'' 

She opened her eyes to see his regular pro- 
file outlined against the crimson curtain, and 
she hated it ; he spoke to her in his soft me- 
lodious tones, and she hated them. 

"No, thank you, I do very well here;" andshe 
closed her eyes again, this time to shut out an 
impossible Eden, and to shut in a hot mist 
that felt like tears. 



/ 
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" What makes you close your eyes ?" said 
Mrs. Meredith, " is it the glare T 

"The glare? — oh, yes, it is the glare." 

" Well, it does make one's eyes ache ; mine 
often have felt just like yours." 

" Never ! I take my oath on it I" 

" What I are they really so bad 1 — ^poor 
dear!" 

" Psha ! I am a fool {sotto voce). It won't 
kill me, many thanks for your sympathy." 

"When you get home you should wash 
them with rose-water." 

" So I will. A specific for heart complaint 
— pooh — I mean eye complaint." 

" It is an excellent thing I assure you. It 
does mine more good than anything else. 
But hush; the curtain is rising 1" 

When the Opera was over, the two ladies 
were put into the carriage by the gentlemen. 

" Come in, both of you," said Mrs. Mere- 
dith. 

" Thank you," said Stanhope Vane. " It is 
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such a fine night ; I will walk home, and so 
save you going out of your way." 

" Sorry I can't imitate such philanthropy/' 
said Mr. Talbot, as he got into the carriage ; 
" but I never walk when I can drive, it is a 
principle of mine.*' 

" I may come to-morrow T whispered 
Stanhope Vane to Adelaide, scarcely in a 
tone of intreaty. Ah ! the fetter was roimd 
her neck already, and he, her master, held the 
chain. 

"Yes." He had a right to come now — 
she could not refuse it. 

" Good night I" he put her hand to his 
lips. They drove oflF, and she tore off her 
glove, and let it drop out of the window. 

"Itegardless of expense, like aU young 
ladies," said Mr. Talbot, smiling. 

" There was a sUt across it-^a stain — a 
something — " 

" What a pity !" 

*' Isn't it? ten thousand pities! Haven't 
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we had a delightful evei^ing? The only fault 
was, it was too short. T should like Bosio to 
have gone on singing till doomsday I'' 

Stanhope Vane in the meantime, looked 
after the carriage for a moment — then lighted 
his cigar, and walked on through the fresh 
night air. "Soho," he soliloquized as the 
thin smoke went up in a graceful curl. 
" Mon garfon^ voila un fait accompli. Well, 
don't know I've done so badly for myself, all 
things considered. I must marry some day 
or other; and after all, though I'm not 
spooney on the girl, (deuced deal it would 
take to make ine th^t), it isn't an unsuitable 
match, take ' it all in all. Girl is deyilish 
handsome -^fortune isn't bad — the connection 
is respectable. I made up my mind to go in 
and win-r-and I went in and won. Bravo ! 
that is the point. Girl has got grit too. The 
doll race I abhor — ^inane things, whose 
mouths lengthen longitudinally, yclept smil- 
ing, every two minutes. Hate a woman that 
falls into your mouth like a ripe pear, the 
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minute you open it I No fear of that, with 
this one. She can hate you, and tell you that 
she hate you too I Didn't she flare out, that's 
all. Says she, ' I marry you, because you can 
give me what I want— a position, and 
diamonds. You marry me, because you 
want a wife, ^ome one to sit at the head of 
your table and look handsome.' Excellent 
understanding. No humbug 1 Reciprocation 
of advantages — the very thing I Madame^ je 
votes salue I Your fine intellect takes in 
all the points of the case, like a lawyer. 
Gad I can't she shew her teeth too I I 
predict some excitement, during the matri* 
monial months that are coming I By jove, 
I shall have to tame her 1 Rather like the 
idea. Haven't tried my hand ai any little 
thing of the sort since I broke in my mare, 
' Mad Sail.' Faith ! it will be a new sensa- 
tion, and who can express the charms that 
has, for a man blas^ to the ne phis ultra I I 
rejoice, I revive, I re-live in the ideal 
Adorable Adelaide, the study of your en- 
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gaging character will avert the blue devils. 
I am depressed, bilious, enfin^ down in the 
mouth ; the world is a cheat, and happiness a 
delusion. Enter my charmer, and goes into 
a passion. It amuses me, I am roused, in- 
terested, I watch it through all its phases, 
lay my hand on its pulse, see it safe through 
the crisis, and sink back in my chair, 
pleasantly excited, and reconciled to the 
world and things in general. Ristori, with- 
out the trouble of going to see her, acted every 
night on my own boards, and a front box, 
without having to pay for it I Brava I 
Bravissima I - The idea strikes me as good as 
a novel. I shall see it carried out. Bon !" 
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CHAPTER Xra. 



WILFUL WOMAK. 

Henrietta was awoke that same night, hj 
some one shaking her b j the arm. 

^^What is the matter? Is the house on 
fire?" She said, sitting i^, and mbbing her 
bewildered eyes. 

"ItisI— Adebdde," 

The latter was standing at ibe bed-side 
ID eTening-dress, with the light of the small 
lamp she held in her hand, catching here and 
there widi a flash, npon the jewels jspofn her 
tiiroat and arms. 
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"What has happened?" cried Henrietta, 
starting up. 

" Nothing, lie still. I only came to tell you 
a piece of news. I am engaged to Mr. 
Stanhope Vane, that's all." 

*' Oh, Adie, how delightful I" and she 
jumped up in bed, and threw her arms round 
her sister's neck. 

" Pray moderate your transports." 
V " Oh I but, I am so glad. It is just what 
we all wished." 

" Is it ? then you have got your wish that's 

aiir 

" What will every one say ? The Miss 
Pryors too. I know that Miss Pry or always 
wanted him for herself." 

*' Then she won't get her wish that's all." 

" Another wedding I Two weddings in two 
months ; how nice ?" 

"Isn't it? Quite thrilling. Pshal this 
stupid lamp is going out." 

" Adelaide, stop one minute, please," and 
Henrietta took hold of her sister's dress, so as 
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she could look at her hce. " Whj," she said^ 
in a tone of diBappointment ; ^^ you don't look 
gladr 

^^ I?" said Adelaide, turning on her a &ce 
that absolutely thundered and lightened. 
" Who sajs I don't look jolly ; as jolly as the 
cat who was killed on Monday, for catching a 
mouse on Sunday ?" 

^^ I can't make out what you mean?" 
" Then don't be so green as to try." 
" But, Adelaide— are you really pleased?" 
** Pleased, of course — ^ten thousand a year, 
good establishment, plenty of carriages, a 
good &mily connection, diamonds, a peeress 
in course of time, what more could any rea- 
sonable person want?" 

"But — but do you love him?" said the 
girl of sixteen, who of course thought that a 

Adelaide burst into a laugh that had a 
shrill note running through it, like the wail of 
a lost spirit. 

" Love I bah ! at five-and-twenty one has 
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grown out of that green-sickness I I suppose 
I must marry some day ; so, if I do throw 
myself away at all, it is just as well to do it 
creditably." 

"I thought people were so happy, when 
they were engaged to be married ?" mused 
Henrietta, whose theories had received a 
shock. 

"And I suppose, you expect me to be 
raving mad, in consequence? Up in the 
heroics, and down in hysterics, babbling of 
green fields, and pervaded with a universal 
dash of sentiment I Not 1 1 I never had 
any turn for damp walks on moonlight nights. 
Thank heaven I I'm not spooney, nor likely to 
be." 

" But Lucy was," said Henrietta, bringing 
up the only sample in her experience. 

" The disease isn't catching, I hope," said 
Adelaide, looking round with a ludicrous ex- 
pression of alarm. " If I go mooning about 
as she did, reduced to a state of idiotcy, I give 
you leave to cut my throat, and that will pre* 

VOL. I. N 
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vent my cutting any one else's. Now, re- 
member ! I don't want to be bothered. I bave 
given my word, and 1*11 keep it ! but I won't 
have the affair discussed. There, good night!" 
Adelaide left the room, leaving her sister 
perplexed and disturbed. With the fervour 
of sixteen she believed in love. It was 
one of her articles of faith. All the grades 
thereof, the whys and the wherefores^ the 
multitudinous reasons why people marry ; — ^to 
find a home, to have a maintenance, because 
they are tired of not being married, and (for 
no other cause) because they are asked. All 
these reasons had no existence for her. Bye and 
bye, life would develope them in her mind as 
photography does the wrinkles in our faces, 
both teaching us what manner of man we 
are. In the mean time Adelaide groped her 
way to her room, her lamp having gone out. 
Her maid was waiting for her, but was soon 
dismissed, while her mistress sat herself down 
before the looking-glass, which reflected the 
outline of her handsome face. The Persians 
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have a superstition that each individual is 
' accompanied by his good and his bad angel, 
the first looks over the right shoulder, 
the other over the left. Was it the latter 
Adelaide saw that night, for she started up 
suddenly, and threw open the window. Day 
was at hand, and there was already a subdued 
stirring, a soft chorus of chirping from the 
London sparrows in the square, while the 
smell of new-mown grass, brought on the 
wings of the wind from some far-off hajrfield, 
came by, like a line dropped from out of a 
favourite poem. Sunrise, even in London, is 
full of beauty. As a hint of the flush and 
glory of other skies, those few clouds tipped 
with red, rising over adjacent chimney pots, 
contain a whole idyll, compressing into two 
or three lines, the pith and substance of 
horizons of flame. Imagination fills up the 
outlines, and supplies the colouring, and her 
painting even out-does Nature's. 

But Adelaide cared for none of these things 
that morning. She soon shut down the win- 
K 2 
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dow with an impatient gesture, to shut out 
also the pure sweet face of the sky. It came 
against her with a shock, as an utter contrast 
to her own distorted and perverted life. One 
wilful error had already blunted all her finer 
feelings and taken the edge oflF them. It had 
in one moment more completely made her a 
woman of the world, whose life is a lie, than all 
her former years of heedless wildness. She 
undressed herself hastily, but every now and 
then, there surged up to her lips the same 
cry, " Vaughan ! Vaughan !" " I won't lis- 
ten," she almost shrieked as she laid herself 
down in her bed, " I always meant to marry 
Stanhope Vane, and I will. What folly it 
is, as if I cared a pin for that other one, who 
treated me as he did, telling me to my face, 
that he despised me — Let him ! I don't care, 
I don't ! I don't I" and repeating the words, 
as a child does in his little fit of passion, she 
cried herself to sleep on them. 



Adelaide was down early next morning to 



TAMING A SHREW. 269 

breakfast — at least early for her, though all 
the family were already assembled. Mr. 
Boyd was eatuig toast and reading the news- 
paper, at the same time. Miss Symnes sat 
erect and trim, cutting bits of bread with 
mathematical symmetry. Frederick lounged 
back in his chair, waiting for an appetite, 
while Henrietta looked hurried and fussey, 
bursting with the importance of her sister's 
secret, which she did not dare divulge till the 
latter had either done it herself or given her 
leave to do it. The business of breakfast 
went on ; nothing was said — Henrietta looked 
at Adelaide, nudged her, trod on her toes, to 
meet only with the rejoinder — " What are you 
treading on my feet for ?" 

Miss Sjrmnes looked shocked at Henrietta's 
indiscretion, and said, " My dear, if you sit 
straight up, you won't inconvenience your 
sister." 

Great is the difference of tone, which those 
two words, " my dear" may be said. In 
some mouths it is hard as a blow, in others 
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sweet as a kiss. It may be either a limp ad- 
juration to fill up a spare space in a sentence, 
or else a kind of " Tally-ho/' indicating that 
we scent game, and wiU be down upon it, in 
no time. 

Henrietta, was aware of the last, and sat 
up, red and rebuked. 

" Had a jolly party last night?" said Fred- 
erick. " Come, tell us about it, Adelaide." 

" Til tell you about something else. I am 
engaged to be married." 

"The deuce r 

"lam." 

"Who to? Some fellow out of elbows^ 
111 be bound. Half-starved lieutenant, on no 
pay." 

"Keep your strictures till they are 
wanted." 

"Adelaide," said Mr. Boyd, excitedly. 
"Did I hear you right?" 

" You did hear me right.'® 

He put on his spectacles, and looked at her. 
" This is a strange communication, made in a 
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strange way. May I trouble you to be more 
explicit. Did I understand you to say, you 
were engaged to be married ?" 

" Yes, Papa !'' answered Adelaide, as if she 
were in a witness box. 

"Who to?" enquired her father, in the 
ssone way. 

" Mr. Stanhope Vane." 

Mr. Boyd threw down the Tiroes — " Glad 
to hear it, my dear daughter ; I congratulate 
you. Come here, let me kiss you.^' 

Adelaide came, and was kissed, thea said ii^ 
a mock tone — " Any one eke here wish to re- 
peat the dose?" and Miss Symnes went 
through it, grave, and melancholy. 

"Well, Miss Adelaide," said Frederick; 
"as things go, you haven't done so badly for 
yourself. I was afraid, upon my honour I 
was, that you had taken up with some pen- 
niless fellow — Dacres perhaps, who knows? 
Hullo 1 you have broken that plate now 1" 

Adelaide caught up the pieees, and 
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dashed them down on the table — " Wait till 
you know, another time." 

** Hey-day — ^here's a breeze. Didn't mean 
to offend you." 

'' Offend me I Who said I was offended ?' 

" But, my dear child," said Mr. Boyd, " I 
should like to hear a few of the particulars.^ 

''Every one of them, if you like, papa. 
Mr. Stanhope Vane proposed to me, and I ac- 
cepted him." 

" I know," said Mr. Boyd, puzzled at the 
composed &ce, and quiet tones in which 
Adelaide made the announcement of her 
engagement ; no quick succession of blushes 
on the one, no trembling hiatus of speech, in 
the other. 

" But when ?" 

" Yesterday evening, at five minutes past 
eight." 

"And where?" 

" In Mrs. Meredith's drawing room, standing 
by her conservatory." 
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** But, my dear, though I like the idea of 
the connection very much, I should be sorry 
to force your inclination. Do you think he is 
a person likely to make you happy ?" 

" Sans dcyuUy 

" Likely to be kind to you ?" 

" Of course ; at least, so he says ; but I be- 
lieve that protestation is traditional amongst 
the species." 

Mr. Boyd tried to. guess what she meant, 
but couldn't. Miss Symnes rubbed her 
glasses, and tried to see, but didn't. Frederick 
and Henrietta were better oflF; they never ex- 
pected to do either, where Adelaide was con- 
cerned. 

" He is coming to-day. Papa," she pursued, 
" to arrange matters." 

" God bless my soul 1" said Mr. Boyd, 

wiping his forehead, which broke out into 

perspiration, at the quick way the business 

was going a-head. " To arrange matters 

already T 

N 5 
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" I suppose 80. I don't know. He asked 
to come." 

" Of course, quite proper — the right thing 
to be sure. What time ?" 

" Some time in the course of the day, I 
suppose." 

" Well, if I should be out, ask him to stay 
to dinner, and we'll have a bottle of the 34 
Port, to drink your health, my dear. Now 
mind, don't forget." 

" No chance of that," muttered Adelaide, 
as her father left the room ; then Miss Symnes 
spoke grave and solemn. 

" My dear, I should like to have a few 
moments' conversation with you in my room," 
and she also gathered up her knitting and 
went. 

Then Henrietta's tongue was loosed. 

" Oh, Adelaide, I am so pleased — what 
4ress will you have ? Let it be white satin 
do, and a veil down to your feet, and the 
trousseau. Oh, how nice to be married !" 
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" Very." 

Miss Symnes's Toice was heard, slow and 
distinct, at the top of the stairs. 

" Adelaide." 

" Yes, aunt," said Adelaide, as she left the 
room, adding to herself fiotto-voce, " Now for 
a lecture !" 

" My dear, come to my room. I want to 
talk to you on the solemn crisis in your 
life." 

(" Oh, if she begii;is the heroics, I can't 
stand it?" muttered Adelaide ; thi^ said aloud, 
" Well, aunt, what do you want to know ; 
whether he went down on his knees, as is 
traditionally reported in novels. No, he 
didn't. I think one reason was, tiiat his 
trowsers were new." 

"Adelaide," replied her aunt, justly dis- 
pleased — " Such levity is unbecoming one in 
your position/' 

" My position doesn't mean hanging, does 
it aunt ?" 
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" It means^ what you do not seem to pos- 
sess — proper and solemn feelings." 

^ Oh, what is the use of playing dismal 
Jemmy?" 

^ Adelaide, yon talk of -choosing a hnsband^ 
much as others do a new gown." 

" Not I. Unfortonately the one can be 
got rid o^ the other can't." 

" My desu*, yomr levity pains me sadly." 

" Don't let it, aunt— if s a pity." 

Miss Symoes rose justly incensed — 

" I will talk no more with one who I pCT- 
ceive is utterly incorrigible ; but remember 
the vain, flirting girl, is scarcely likely to 
make a good wife. You are laying up years 
of misery for yourself, so I warn you. You 
are now sowing the wind, beware lest some 
day, you reap the whirlwind !" and she left 
the room. 

Adelaide walked up to the window, and 
tried to hum a song, but it wouldn't do. 

" Fm not going to be lectured like a two 
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years old child/' she muttered — the storm of 
her wrath gathering, like a far-off ground- 
swell on the shore. '^ She drives me too 
much, and I won't be driven. If she would 
try kindness, who knows ? No one ever 
'did with me, yet. It is all flattery and 
sugar, or all reprobation, and bitters — one 
side, too polite to see my faults, the other 
side, too blind to see my virtues. Ah ! aunt 
again." 

Miss Symnes came back into the room with 
a face, that had already put on mourning for 
the lost one, and a manner made elaborately 
forgiving. 

" Adelaide, my attempts at advice you re- 
ject," she said, and her words fell cold like 
ice ; she deemed it her duty to freeze each, 
and every one of them into a separate mark 
of her displeasure. " I will only make one 
more trial. Bead this little book, and may it 
do you more good than I have been able to 
effect." 

She laid down on the table a quintessence 
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of all the virtues, bound in calf, in duodecimo 
form. Religion, homceopathically adminis- 
tered, a rule for to-day, a rule for to-morrow, 
and proper sentiments affixed to each, cut and 
dry; a series of moral sandwiches, laying one 
on the top of the other in stony stratas. ^ , 

*^ Thank you," said Adelaide, wickedly, 
" but I don't like extracts, they put the mouth 
out of taste. It is such patchwork, one idea 
doesn't dovetail into another, and it is all con- 
fusion of speech from beginning to end." 

" It is difficult for me to see what you do 
like." 

" Oh, heaps of things, the opera, a good 
waltz, and above all, ice cream ! (There, now 
I've finished the business I) " 

Which she certainly had, for Miss Symnes 
hitched out of the room, shocked to the ne 
plus ultra. Adelaide looked after her with 
a strange mixture of feelings, soitow and 
anger both crossed by a line of shame. 

" Well, it is no use making resolution9 — 
she does put one up so. Poor aunt, she is 
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gone to pray for the reprobate 1 No doubt I 
am condemoed, and given over by her, to a 
certain place where water must be at a 
premium. I wonder whether I'm profane? 
Don't mean to be, but when good people will 
take the matter as settled, that rooms are 
already engaged for me in the aforesaid 
locality, I rather like to prove my title to 
them than otherwise. Why falsify their con- 
clufiions ? Self-idenial on my part ; one of 
my good points I flatter myself. By the way, 
I wonder whedier Lettie will keep her en- 
gagement to.spend the day with me to-morrow. 
Likely as not that she won't, after that pas- 
sage of arms with ' mon frkreJ I'll write and 
tell her that I expect her. He'll think him- 
self of too much importance if I don't, as if I 
cared whether he honoured me with the offer 
of his hand and possessions, consisting of a 
dozen of silver forks, and half a dozen of 
silver spoons, or not. The idea !" 

So she sat down to write her note, whilst 
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Miss Symnes sat groaning in her room over 
the lost one of the house of Boyd, 

Excellent Miss Symnes ! She had a knack 
of stroking people's fur the wrong way. 
Quicker to see their bad points than their 
good ones, she fell foul of the first, and in 
attempting to root out the tares, rooted out 
the wheat also. Thus her eyes had acquired 
the look of always calling out " police," (as 
Emerson has it), and that made people afiraid 
of her, or, else assume a bravado manner to- 
wards her. So she did not know them really. 
All the pathetic grandeurs of their character, 
peering through its littlenesses, like the stars 
seen through the cloud-rifts, was lost to her, 
for she did not perceive that whatever the 
fore-ground might be, the back-ground was 
heaven itself. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



PARADISE LOST. 

Adelaide's note saved Lettie a great deal of 
perplexity. She was sitting next morning at 
breakfast, wondering what she would do, or 
rather, what she ought to do, for with Lettie 
the terms were synonymous. Her feelings for 
Vaughan made her wish to write an excuse 
for not keeping her promise of spending the 
day with Adelaide. But what should she say ? 
" Very sorry she had an engagement that pre- 
vented her coming.'* The slight objection to 
that was that she hadn't, and she would not 
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have told a story for the whole world. Should 
she say — 'On account of Adelaide's rejection 
of her brother, she declined coming 7 No, 
that was absurd, preposterous, and Vaughan 
would not like it ; which was likely enough. 

" A note for you, please, miss," said the 
parlour maid, entering, with the long enve- 
lope and the mystic monogram on it, that 
Lettie knew could only belong to one of her 
acquaintances. 

She did not want Yaoghau to see it, so, of 
course, she did the very thing that made him 
do so ; she shuffled it under her plate, thus 
indicating mystery, which at once developed 
curiosity. 

" Got a note there, Lettie ?" 

" Yes, it is of no consequence." 

" Daresay not. Who from ?" 

" Oh, nobody that matters. Say," she said 
to the maid, " I'll send an answer." 

" Person is waiting, Miss.*" 

" Oh, very well. Yaughan, here is your 
coffee.*' 
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" Hadn't you better open the note ?" 

"Yes, I will in a moment. Have you 
enough sugar ?" 

"Person is waiting," was Vaughan's an- 
swer, " better read the note." 

' The note — ^the note ' — it was like Othello 
and ^ the handkerchief — ^the handkerchief — 
and poor little Desdemona felt desperate. 

" I know," said Lettie, and her stratagem 
having utterly failed, she was obliged to do 
what she might just as well have done at first, 
and opened her letter* 

Love is said to be blind — they who say so 
must be blind themselves — rather he is gifted 
with second sight. Yaughan had never seen 
Adelaide's handwriting, but instinct this time 
surpassed knowledge. 

" It is from— from Miss Boyd ?" 

" Yes," said Lettie, squeezing it up in her 
hand, and looking as guilty as if she herself 
had just been convicted of a clandestine cor- 
respondence. 

" What does die want?" 
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" Oh, only to remind me that she expects 
me to spend the day with her." 

"When?" 

"To-day ; she asked me last time I saw her. 
But I am going to send an excuse." 

" You will do no such thing." 

" But I don't want to go, Vaughan." 

" You said you would." 

"Yes, I did, but— but— " 

" You must go,", said Vaughan, decidedly. 
" You said you would. What earthly reason 
have you now for refusing to do so. Prepos- 
terous !" 

Lettie thought she had a very good reason 
for it, but as Vaughan ignored it, perhaps she 
had better do so too. 

"Very well, I will go." 

" Are you not going to write to say so ?" 

" No, I thought a message would do." 

" Certainly not ; so uncivil I" 

"Isitr 

" Of course it is — ^you had better write." 
• It was a great bore to Lettie to have to 
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write notes. The words would not lie com- 
fortably beside each other, neither did the sen- 
tences dove-tail in well, so it was a matter of 
time and thought. But Vaughan was peremp- 
tory. She sat down to do it, during the throes 
of composition, twisting and turning Adelaide's 
letter in her fingers, not heeding that to 
Vaughan this was sacrilege. 

How he longed for one glance, yet he 
would not ask for it. He put the same kind 
of restraint on himself that a man walking up 
to the cannon's mouth might do, to appear 
cool and composed, while inwardly he was 
burning. His reward came. Lettie finished 
her missive, written in clear text hand, so that 
he might read who ran, folded it neatly, sent 
it, — ^then put Adelaide's note across to him. 

" There is her note — would you like to see 
it?" 

" Oh no — ^no thank you. Anything in it ?" 

"Nothing at all," and she was going to 
take it back again ; but he put out his hand 
on it. 
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" You can leave it" He let it lie beside 
him for a few moments, sedulously abstaining 
from even glancing at it, while he buttered a 
piece of toast, and eat it slowly. 

*' Dear me," thought Lettie, — " he can't be 
very much in love, or he would have read it 
at once !" 

Simple Lettie ! 

Vaughan ate his toast, then remarked, as if 
really it was something quite new, and origi- 
nal — 

"What a fine day!" 

" Yes," said Lettie, not very astonished at 
that piece of news, he having already told her 
the same fact twice before. 

" By the way, Lettie, I was reading a book 
last night I thought would interest you. 
Fetch it for me, there's a good girl, and 
I'll shew it you." 

" Never mind now, it will do bye and bye, 
it will make you late." 

*' No it won't — I would rather shew it you 
now — I left it on the study-table." 
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Lettie went to get it, full of gratitude for 
hig care. How good it was of him, she thought, 
to take so much trouble about her ; even to the 
forgetting of the fact that Adelaide's letter lay 
still unread beside him. 

Simple Lettie ! 

The mmute she was gone, Vaughan took 
up the aforesaid note. It ran thus : — 

" My dear Vegetable," (so Adelaide often 
called her, from her name of Lettie, Lettie 
suggesting Lettuce.) 

" This is to say, I expect you to-day, accord- 
ing to promise — If you fail in your appoint- 
ment, I write you down faithless. If you 
have forgotten it, I write you down worthless. 
Choose between those two alternatives — or 
else come. 

" Yours aflfectly, 

"A. B. 

" Wednesday Eveng., Eaton Sqre." 

"What eloquence! What perfection of 
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note-writing/' thought the lover. Lettie 
hadn't seen so much in it, but then she 
was not in love. 

Lettie went — ^passed the day with Adelaide, 
was told of her engagement by her, in these 
words : — " My warrant of execution is signed ;*' 
and came home, burthened with her piece of 
news ; "how was she to tell Vaughan?" He 
was in the drawing-room, when she returned, 
so absorbed in a book, that he scarcely turned 
round, when she entered. "Dear me, he is 
busy !" she thought. 

How could she tell that his absorption, 
only dated just one moment back ? Up to 
then he had been walking to and fro, like a. 
wild animal in a cage. 

" I have come home, Vaughan," she said, 
timidly, by way of breaking the ice. 

"So I see. By the bye, do you know 
where Hall's Atlas is T 

So ! his thoughts were on Atlases, he could 
not be very anxious to hear about Adelaide 
then I 
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Simple Lettie I 

" Yes, do you want it ?" 

" Why, I'm bothered to find all these places 
in a small map — ^I say, you should read 
* Macaulay's siege of Derry,' it is famous !" 

" Macaulay's," said his sister, looking over 
his shoulder. " Why, it isn't Macaulay you 
have got there. It is Alison." 

"Pooh I" said Vaughan, throwing down 
the book. " So it is 1 Fm an ass !" 

"You want the Atlas— here it is." She 
put it on the table beside him, and saw him 
turn it over aimlessly. 

" Confound this map. There is no Ireland 
initr 

" Why, Vaughan, here it is, just under your 
thumb." 

" Ah — ^thank you," and Lettie was leaving 
the room. 

"You seem in a great hurry to take oflF 
your'boniief ?'• he said, looking up. 

" Oh, no, I'm not ; only I thought you were 
busy." 

VOL. I. 
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" No, not at all ; at least not particularly. 
Enjoyed yourself ?*' 

"Y-e-s." 

"Mr. Boyd qnite well r 

" Quite." 

" And Miss Symnes T 

"Yes." 

" And — and the young ladies?" 

'' Oh yes." 

" Were you alone ? Any one there ?" 

" Yes, no— yes ; thatis, Mr. Stanhope Vane 
dined there." 

"Oh!" 

She could make nothing out of that " oh I" 
and while she was thinking how she could 
best beat about the bush till she beat out the 
truth, he took another header. 

" Has Miss Symnes got rid of her cough ?" 

Lettie wasn't even aware that she had one, 
but Vaugham assured her, with a great gush 
of sympathy, that he had felt quite anxious 
about her the last time he saw her ; indeed he 
fancied her lungs were touched. 
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" Dear me I" said his sister really anxious, 
" I'll write and ask about her to-morrow, and 
tell her how sorry I was I did nojt do' so to- 
day." 

"No, don't; better not frighten the old 
lady. Was Frederick there?" 

" Yes.-' 

All this was putting off the evil day. She 
must tell her news, but how could she best 
wrap the bitter pill in silver paper ? 

"Adelaide is looking very well," she began. 

A rather stupid speech, for it only elicited 
from Vaugham a very dry — " Indeed I" 

" London seems to suit her/' 

"Does it?" 

This was bungling, she was absolutely 
lancing the sore she wanted to heal, applying 
a blister where she should have used oint- 
ment. Neither brother nor sister spoke for 
the next five minutes ; she sat embracing her 
knees with her arms, he had returned to his 
book. At last she grew desperate, and dashed' 
into the remark — 
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^^Few lives pass without spme change I 
suppose?" 

" 1 suppose not/' 

He assented to it in a matter-of-fact to^e^ 
as to a self evident* proposition, so that did not 
forward matters juueh. 

" Should you like to live here always, 
Vaughan?" ,, . . _. 

" I? Good Heavens^ Lettie, what are you 
driving at ?* 

^^ Oh, nothing } only you know .hom^s &ra 
broken up, people are seattered." 

He threw down his book. 

^^ For goodness . sake don't beat about thei 
bush in that fisishion — ^have it out.- Is it mur-> 
derr : 

"Oh^yaughanl" . 

^^ Axe you going to be married?" ^ 

^Oh, Yaughanl" . 

^^ There is somellung behind, I know there 
is. Come, out with it There ! I have it — 
Miss Boyd is engaged to be married— eh?" 

"Yes." 
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There was a few moments' silence, broken 
only by the sound of Lettie's quiet crying. 
Then Vaughan gave her a great slaj> on the 
back, saying in a loud cheery voice : 

"Holloa! little girl, cheer up. Look at 
me, do I look very down in the mouth?. Never 
say die — ^that's my motto !" 

Lettie looked ; it required a very penetrat- 
ing, eye to xead any outward symptoms of pain 
ou: the steadfast face, a slight contrac- 
tion about the muscles of the mouth, that was 
all ; but Love has its Own instincts, and her 
heart knew how his lie^rt bled* 

" Vaughan, dear Yaughan I if it could only 
have been otherwise/' i :. 

"jPoohl Whatever is is bolt." 
: /"Do you think so, really?" . 

" Well^ not:xn your fashion perhaps) but 
I'm no weak whiner rovei' the * might-have- 
beens.' Oome^ now. you «ee it hasn't quite 
killed me, tell me who the happy man is." 

" Mr. Stanhope Vane." 

The muscles contracted a little more, then 
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quivered terribly for one moment. The next 
they were • firm and set again, a little more 
firm and set than before, • 

"When?" 

"Soon." 

" Good. Now, Lettie, let us have coffee." 

" Haven't you had it yet ?" 

" No, I waited for you." 

She rang the bell for it, and for the next 
quarter of an hour Vaughan laughed and 
talked till she wondered again. Then he took 
up his candle, and she watched him go up- 
stairs, with that firm tread of his, every step 
of which was as if he was treading on a dragon 
and stamping out its life. 

Could he care so much? Her woman's 
heart, gathered from her woman's experience, 
almost doubted it. She had expected a cata- 
lepsy to ensue, and in her maiden idea of love, 
even thought it orthodox to die ; here was he 
drinking coffee, and doing much as usual. 
She scarcely knew Vaughan. That day had 
^marked his life with a blood red cross, just as 
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the plague-stricken houses used so to be 
signed, shewing that desolation and death 
reigned within. But from that day forth 
he kept his own counsel. The dark side 
of his life he turned inwards; the bright 
side he turned on the world; if he wept, 
it was not with the eyes. He didn't, 
sing his ' miserere' before men. Why should 
he dramatize his sorrow, or make a cantata of 
his woe ? No weak arraigner of providence 
was he. He believed in some kind of way 
that its laws were good and right, though 
every now and then in their march, they did 
stamp down a life or crush out a heart. Any 
how, if it wasn't right, he couldn't alter it, so 
he must make the best of it. The thing had 
to be borne, and he would bear it. And he 
did. His energies and powers startled into 
intenser life, must have food. He gave it 
them; he worked like a galley-slave.' The 
sui3[imer stream had suddenly developed into a 
mountain torrent ; instead of letting it run 
wildly down the hill side to overturn and to 
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destroy, lie diverted it into another channel 
and set it to turji a mill ; so he used up the 
water power, and prevented its waste. And 
when the starved aflfectioiis opened their 
mouths and cried, he thrust down their throats 
the first thing he could get at, — mud, clay, or 
ashes. Once he had some idea of drinking at 
polluted' fountains, but the taste of the Well 
of Life was on his lips, and he could not for- 
get its feel. 

Forced from his Eden, he took an inventory 
of its pleasant place, its trees of knowledge and 
of life — then he shut the door, locked the gate, 
threw the key into the deep sea of oblivion, 
and never once looked back, lest the flaming 
sword of the Cherubim should smite him 
dead. 
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